RICHARD HUDNUT 


PRESENTS TO AMERICA 


fp 


Paris adores it. “Ravissant, le parfum Gemey!” exclaims the smart Pari- 


sienne. London loves it... the gay young fragrance of Gemey perfume is 
“quite the top!” And in Barcelona, Buenos Aires...in 75 nations the world 
around...where women are glamorous, where men are gallant, there, too, is 
the fragrance Gemey. Young, fresh, joyous, Gemey has captured the 
feminine hearts of five continents. And now in America, Richard Hudnut, 
parfumeur international, presents this secret of continental charm. Wear 
it... feel your spirits soar. Wear it...expect magic moments. Wear 


it... for the man you like best...the world-preferred fragrance Gemey! 


In crystal-clear flacons for your 
dressing table, $2.50 and $3.75. 


ALONG THE RIVIERA, in 


London, Barcelona—the world 


around—Gemey is the fra- 


grance. Try it... your nearest 


perfume counter has Gemey. 


gathering. 


Mrs. Samuret L. Bartow 
Philadelphia, Pa., and New York City. Socialite 
. . . ardent horsewoman and dog lover... 
traveler . « « international hostess . . . collector 

and interior decorator. Her husband is a bril- A N i N TE iy NA T | © N A L ii 0 Ss T E Ss Ss 
“iant composer. 


NWN AND Y; hinclion 


Mrs. Barlow considers Listerine Tooth Paste as much of a luxury in its 
small way as the antiques and tapestries that adorn her gracious homes 
in Gramercy Park, New York City, and Eze, on the French Riviera. 


L, seems that we have always used 
the products of the Lambert Com- 
pany. Naturally when Listerine Tooth 
Paste came out we were delighted to 
find that it came up to the usual high 
standards expected from such a con- 
servative old company. | particularly 
like the clean, exhilarating feeling it 
gives to the mouth after using—it 
reminds me of a fresh wintergreen 
berry picked off the ground in a New 


England pasture.” 


It is significant that men and women 
who could easily afford to pay any 
price for a dentifrice, prefer Lister- 
ine Tooth Paste, made by the makers 
of Listerine. Obviously, the price of 
25¢ could be no factor in their choice. 
They are won to it by its marvelous 
quality and the quick, satisfying re- 


Mrs. Barlow's drawing room i 
sults it produces. 


an her New York City home, 
with its rich 19th century French 
tapestries. 


Nearly 3,000,000 men and women 
have discarded old and costlier fa- 
vorites for this better dentifrice. 


If you have not tried it, do so now. 
See how much cleaner your teeth 
look. See how much brighter they 
become. Note how wonderfully clean 
and refreshed your mouth feels after 
its use. Remember that here is a 
product in every way worthy of the 
notable Listerine name; at a com- 
mon sense price. In two sizes: Regu- 
lar Large, 25¢ and Double Size, 40¢. 


Lampert Puarmacat Co., St. Louis, Mo. 


Mrs. Barlow's winter house 
at Eze, on the French Riviera, 
overlooking the Mediterra- 
nean. The foundations of the 
rambling buildings at Exe are 
partly Roman and the struc- 
tures themselves are largely of 
the roth Century. There has 
been little change here since 
mediaeval times. Like her 
other homes, this too, houses a 
rare collection of antiques and 
objets d'art, and is the scene 
of many a brilliant social 


Marble bust of Foel 
Barlow, Ambassador to 
France in 7812, by Houdon, 
the famous sculptor. 


TOOTH PASTE 
Large Size 25¢... Double Size 40¢ 


eMrs. Barlow considers her carved coral jewelry one of 
her most valued possessions. The photograph, of course, 
does not do justice to its beauty and delicacy. 
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MEMBER AUDIT BUREAU OF CIRCULATIONS 


The OPENING CHORUS 


The photograph with Clark 
Gable’s autograph. 


A Letter from Liza 


EAR EDITOR:— 
I have just bought myself one of 


those Robin Hood hats with a peak 
in it and look exactly as if I was ready 
any minute to rob from the rich and give 
to the poor. But no matter how weird I 
look, whenever I buy a new hat I have to 
go places and show it off, so I said to my- 
self this will be as good a time as any to 
round up those autographed photographs 
for SILVER SCREEN. 

Well, if you think assembling auto- 
graphed photographs of the stars is a 
simple little matter of a few delightful 
minutes you have another think coming 
to you. Even cynic that I am, I was overly 
optimistic, for I gave myself two days in 
which te contact ten stars. I actually made 
five. Marlene Dietrich, I was informed, 
was leaving the Paramount studio in five 
minutes, so I tore through traffic and red 
lights. and arrived breathlessly on the 
“Desire” set. Marlene, cordial and sweet 
as usual, promised to autograph the pic- 
tures just as soon as the scene she and 
Gary Cooper (first time they've been to- 
gether since “Morocco”) was finished. IJ 
got the autographs two hours later. 

Then, over to the Colbert set where 
Claudette is making “The Bride Comes 
Home” with Fred MacMurray and Bob 
Young (h’mm, lucky bride.) There I found 
the “cawst and the crew,” as Elissa Landi 
says, telling jokes, and once more I had to 
hear the one about “Toots.” Five jokes 
and ten “takes” later I got the autographs. 

Then away I dashed out to the Twen- 
tieth Century-Fox studio to the “Thanks 
a Million” set, but Dick Powell, I was in- 
formed, had the afternoon off, so on I 
plowed my way to Toluca Lake. No Dick. 
I played a hunch and drove my throbbing 
engine to the dizzy heights of Look-Out 
Mountain and there, sure enough, I found 
Dick making a social call on Joan Blon- 
dell, and I hope it’s a romance for they 
are both swell people. The next day I 
looked for Carole Lombard in her dressing 
room, but no, then at her home, but no, 
then at the tennis club, but no, and by 
then, believe me, I was in the throes of the 
spirit of the chase and finally cornered her 
at Arrowhead Springs, only sixty miles 
away, recovering from the combined suc- 
cess of “Hands Across the Table” and her 
birthday. I’m beginning to think that I 
am God’s gift to the Gasoline industry. 

LIZA 
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TEST...the PERFOLASTIC GIRDLE™ 


...at our expense ! 


**f read an advertisement of the 
Perfolastic Co. and sent for 


Oe 


“They actually al 
owe: me to wear 

the Perfolastic for 
10 days on trial. . 


““and in 10 days. | “Ina very short time 
by actual measure- | | had reduced my 
ment, my hips were 3 ]| hips 9 INCHES and 
INCHES SMALLER” weight 20 pounds”. 


E want YOU to test the Perfolastic 
. Girdle and Uplift Brassiere at our 
expense! Test them for yourself for ten days 
absolutely FREE! We are so sure that you 
can be your slender self without diets, 
drugs or exercises, that we make this 
unconditional offer... 


REDUCE Your Waist and Hips 
3 INCHES in 10 DAYS 


2 » e Or no cost 


Massage-Like Action Reduces Quickly 


f@ Worn next to the body with perfect safety, the 
tiny perforations permit the skin to breathe as the 
gentle massage-like action removes flabby, disfig- 
uring fat with every movement .. . stimulating the 
body once more into energetic health! 


Don’t Wait Any Longer — Act Today 


@ You can prove to yourself quickly and definitely 
in 10 days whether or not this very efficient girdle 
and brassiere will reduce your waist and hips 
THREE INCHES! You do not need to risk one 
penny... try them for 10 days...at no cost! 


“SEND FOR: TEN’ DAY FREE. TRIAL OFFER!- 


PERFOLASTiIC. inc. 
Dept. 7312, 41 EAST 42nd St., New York, N. Y. 


Please send me FREE BOOKLET describing 
and illustrating the new Perfolastic Girdle and 
Brassiere, also sample of perforated rubber and 
particulars of your 10-DAY FREE TRIAL OFFER! 


Name 


LONGI ES AF 


City State. 
Use Goupon or Send Name and Address on Post Card 
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REVIEW 


AFFAIR OF SUSAN, THE—Good comedy. 
The combination of ZaSu Pitts and Hugh O’Con- 
nell certainly ought to tickle the risibilities of a 
number of you, especially during their peregrina- 
tions through Coney Island on a lonely Saturday 
afternoon. 


BALL OF FIRE—Fine. Here we welcome 
Bebe Daniels back to the cinema fold in a story 
of theatrical folks which is exciting and coloriul. 
(Alice Faye-Ray Walker). 


BISHOP MISBEHAVES, THE—Lively mys- 
tery. The bishop (played by Edmund Gwenn) is 
a detective story fan who unravels in a most amus- 
ing manner a particularly ingenious crime. (Mau- 
reen O’Sullivan, Reginald Owen, Dudley Digges). 


BROADWAY MELODY OF 1936—Excel- 
lent. One of the best films of this or any year. 
It has EVERY THIN G—marvelous dancing, good 
singing, romance, and swell comedy. And a cast 
that includes Eleanor Powell, Jack Benny, Sid 
Silvers, Robert Taylor, Una Merkel, etc. 


CHARLIE CHAN IN SHANGHAI—Fine. 
Well, by this time you all ought to know what 
to expect in a Charlie Chan film, so all Ill tell you 
is that opium smuggling is the dastardly crime 
which Charlie tries to eliminate this trip. (Warner 
Oland, Irene Hervey). 


CONDEMNED TO LIVE—Just passable. One 
of those mysterious vampire-bat affairs, with plenty 
of eerie sequences which may raise your blood 
ee if you take them seriously. (Ralph Mor- 
gan). 


CRIME OF DOCTOR CRESPI—A bit grue- 
some. One of the most spine-chilling of Edgar 
Allen Poe’s stories serves as a theme for this latest 
horror film, starring Eric von Stroheim. Don’t 
take the children. - 


DARK ANGEL, THE—Excellent. A beautifully 
produced romantic drama of the World War 
period, with such finished players as Merle Oberon, 
Fredric March and Herbert Marshall in the 
principle roles. : 


DR. SOCRATES—Fine. All Paul Muni’s char- 
acterizations are subtle to the point. of perfection. 
This one, that of a small town physician who 
incurs the wrath of the narrow-minded inhabitants, 
is no exception. There’s plenty of action, drama 
and romance. (Ann Dvorak.) 


FRECKLES—Fine. Another Gene Stratton 
Porter yarn is produced in such a manner as to 
appeal to all. lovers of wholesome, homespun films. 
Cast includes little Virginia Weidler, Carol Stone 
and Tom Brown. 


“GAY DECEPTION, THE—Fine. Although 
Frances Dee and Francis Lederer are masquerad- 
ing under false pretenses at a swanky New York 
hotel, this familiar theme is treated so charmingly 
it almost seems new again. 


GIRL FRIEND, THE—Fair. A country barn 
converted into a theatre provides the background 
of this comedy featuring Jack Haley as a country 
yokel with dramatic ambitions. (Ann Sothern- 
Roger Pryor.) : 


GIRL WITH THE LUCKY LEGS, THE— 
Fine. Warren William can always be depended 
upon to turn out a suave performance and he is 
at his best in this comedy about a crooked pro- 
moter. (Lyle Talbot, Patricia Hllis.) 


June Knight takes the 
Ethiopian Express. The 
cub is Leo, Jr., who, when 
he grows up, will be the 
M-G-M trade mark. 


TIP SON 
OO PIl@nURES 


HARMONY LANE—Excellent. An exquisitely 
produced film centering around the brilliant but 
frustrated life of Stephen Collins Foster, weaver 
of magic songs which will never die. (Douglas 
Montgomery, Evelyn Venable, Adrienne Ames.) 


HERE COMES THE BAND—Good entertain-. 


ment. A group of World War veterans with 
musical tendencies create as lively an evening’s 
fun as any of you could wish. (Ted Lewis, Ted 
Healy, Nat Pendleton, Virginia Bruce.) 


_ HERE’S TO ROMANCE—Good. Nino Mar- 
tini, another recruit from the Metropolitan Opera 
House, cast in a romantic comedy in which he 
sings divinely. In cast, Madame Schumann- 
Heink, Genevieve Tobin, Anita Louise. 


I LIVE FOR LOVE—Fntertaining. Dolores 
Del Rio and Everett Marshall (the singer who 
once warbled in the Scandals as well as at the 
Metropolitan) in an amusing story woven around 
radio performers. Cast includes Berton Churchill, 
Guy Kibbee, Allen Jenkins. 


MELODY TRAIL—Good. A western tale, set 


to music, this should please audiences that do not 
like their entertainment Qoppered with sophistica- 
tion. (Ann Rutherford-Gene Autry.) 


NAVY WIFE—Good. Plenty of drama and 
romance in this film, authored by the romantic 
Kathleen Norris. The setting is a navy base in 
Hawaii, with Claire Trevor, a nurse, marrying 
Ralph Bellamy, a navy doctor. 


_PAY OFF, THE—Good. There’s plenty of ex- 
citement in this melodrama centering around the 
newspaper and_ sporting professions. _ Excellent 
cast includes Claire Dodd, Patricia Ellis, Alan 
Dinehart, James Dunn. 


PUBLIC MENACE, THE—Fair. Jean Ar- 
thur deserves a better story than this one involving 
newspaper reporters, gangsters, etc. The action 
is fast, however, and there’s plenty of love in- 
terest for young romantics. 


RAINMAKERS—Just fair, A drought which 
seriously menaces the crops of California farmers 
is the basic theme for this latest Wheeler-Woolsey 
farce. Dorothy Lee and Berton Churchill are in 
the supporting cast. 


RED SALUTE, THE—Good. A rollicking 
comedy with Barbara Stanwyck causing plenty 
of excitement in Mexico, to which country she 
is sent by her father, a General, when she de- 
sires to marry a communist. (Rob. Young.) 


THIS IS THE LIFE—Good. Little Jane 
Withers (who is the direct antithesis of Shirley 
Temple in looks and manners—but as adorable a 
brat as they come—in a film that gives her ample 
chance to show her talents as a singer, dancer and 
impersonator. (Sally Blane-Francis Ford.) 


THUNDER MOUNTAIN—Good. Old and 
young alike seem to heartily enjoy Zane Grey's 
thrillers of the northwest, and this one dealing 
with an exciting gold rush should not disappoint 
anyone. (Geo. O’Brien, Barbara Fritchie.) 


VIRGINIA JUDGE, THE—Fine. A story of 
small-town life that may make you laugh and 
weep both. Walter C. Kelly (an old vaudeville 
headliner) plays the lead, with Rob. Cummings 
and Marsha Hunt carrying the romance. 


SILVER SCREEN 


: Coming Dao 


to special theatres in leading cities... following its 
- remarkable reception in NewYork and other world capitals... 
the spectacle connoisseurs consider “the most important 


production ever done in talking pictures.” 


WARNER BROS. PRESENT 


MAX REINHARDT’S 


FIRST MOTION PICTURE PRODUCTION 


@ “A MIDSUMMER 
NIGHT'S DREAM” 


By WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE 
Music by FELIX MENDELSSOHN 


Dee SHlayers 


ap . | James Cagney Joe E. Brown Dick Powell 
| | < LB | y, Anita Louise Olivia de Havilland Jean Muir 
| e Hugh Herbert Frank McHugh Ross Alexander 


Verree Teasdale Ian Hunter Victor Jory 
Mickey Rooney Hobart Cavanaugh Grant Mitchell 


And nearly one thousand Dancers and Supernumeraries 


| | Owing to the production's exceptional nature and extraordinary length, 
; it will be presented only twice daily, with all seats reserved. 
| é‘ : To insure your early enjoyment of this picture 


it is advisable that you 
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Selected 

TO CELEBRATE 
GB’S FIRST 

ANNIVERSARY 


GB'S EIGHT xxx% 
STAR SPECIAL 


BASIL SYDNEY 


G. AUBREY SMITH 


“TRANSATLANTIC 
TUNNEL 


New York to London 


THE MOST GIGANTIC 
FEAT IN ALL HISTORY 


GB THANKS 


Walter Huston-George 
Arliss for graciously 
contributing portrayals 
of the President of the 


U. S. and the Prime 
Minister of England ... 


Directed by MAURICE ELVEY 
COMING SOON. 


cA Ge edicnon 


‘© Courtesy of M.G.M, 


The 


ROMANCE 
And 
RECIPES 
Of 

Mes. Frank 


McHugh 


Mrs. Frank McHugh 
in the kitchen of her 
Toluca Lake home. 


idyll in all Hollywood than the story 

that touches upon the romance and 
marriage of Frank McHugh and Dorothy 
Spencer. I learned of it quite by accident 
the other day when I was visiting with 
Dorothy at the McHugh manse near Toluca 
Lake. 

We were talking of diets, recipes, baby 
foods, window drapes and all the various 
things that women usually discuss when they 
get together. In some way, which I don't 
now remember, our conversation veered 
to Frank. The way she spoke his name 
told me that there was something between 
them that is above the average relationship 
of most husbands and wives. And then 
she told me of their love which surmounted 
every possible obstacle and won a happy 
ending for them after ten long years. 

Dorothy was only eighteen when she 
and Frank first met back in Hartford, 
Connecticut. She had finished High School 
and a couple of semesters in a private 
seminary in New York and had won a 
stock engagement in a local theatre. She 
had been given considerable encouragement 
from the manager of the troupe and two 
raises in salary that first summer. Then 
she met Frank and they fell in love. She 
doesn’t like to talk too much about their 
romance, because it brings it more or less 
down to earth, but they saw quite a lot 
of each other that first year and were con- 
vinced that it was love for both of them. 
However, they had considerable ambition, 
so they agreed to wait awhile for marriage. 
They set the date tentatively ahead a year. 

Then, complications began to develop 
which broke into their plans.. Dorothy was 


7 NHERE is not a more beautiful love 


Frank McHugh— 
Funny Fellow. 


Cooking Reaches A Man's Heart If It 
Comes From The Heart Of A Woman. 


By Ruth Corbin 


offered a good opportunity to go on the 
road with an “Is Zat So?” stock company. 


Frank, meanwhile, accepted a contract 
which took him to London with the “Is 
Zat So?” company featuring James Gleason 
and Richard Tabor. He was gone for over 
a year. 

In the interim Dorothy came west to San 
Francisco and played in a number of im- 
portant. productions and was finally el- 
evated to “leads.” New York and romance 
began to seem rather far away and, finally, 
she married another man. Her marriage 
proved a mistake, and ended eventually 
in divorce. Several years later, fate brought 
her and Frank together again and they 
were married. Now they are ideally happy, 
and small wonder when their love endured 
a ten-year probation before marriage. 
There are three children, Peter, Susan and 
baby Michael. Adorable children, too. 

Dorothy says that when they were mar- 
ried, a guest at their wedding breakfast 
prophesied that Frank would “keep her in 
stitches’ all the time, because he is so 
funny. But that is a mistake. Frank is 
a serious-minded young man and he even 
takes his comedy seriously. He thinks up 
many of his own gags and his directors 
are glad of it, for he knows his own forte 
best. The “cap” gag in “Broadway Gon- 
doliers” was his own invention. He is al- 
ways proud when a gag he has worked out 
brings a laugh. 

Little Peter wants to be a comedian like 
dad, but it is really Susan who has a nat- 
ural flair for comedy. And whenever any- 
one laughs at something she has said or 
done, Peter will come rushing in to find 
out what was so funny and demand a 


SILVER SCREEN 
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lengthy explanation of how and why every- 
body laughed. I have a hunch that he may 
fool them when he grows up for he has 
the same analytical method about comedy 
that Frank has. When you come down to 
it, people don’t really laugh just to be 
laughing. There is always a reason why. 
And baby Peter is like a hunting dog on 
the trail. Every time something funny 
happens he takes the entire situation apart 
until he is satisfied that he understands all 
about it. 

Dorothy told me that Frank is fond 
of steaks. Big, thick ones, with mush- 
room sauce and gravy. He likes them 
medium and with lots of hashed brown 
potatoes to go with them. And _ hot 
biscuits. His favorite vegetables are corn 
and tomatoes. Next to steak he likes beans 
cooked with ham. Dorothy boils the beans 
with a good-sized piece of ham and one 
half of a medium-sized onion chopped fine. 
Frank is terribly fond of pies, especially 
lemon meringue and apple pie with cheese. 

For breakfast, he has orange juice, toast 
and coffee and two boiled eggs. He does 
not care much for salads. He has only one 
that he prefers—a pear and cheese salad. 
Dorothy gave me her recipe for it, which 
follows: 


Large can Bartlett pears 

4 pkg. Philadelphia cream cheese 

2 sections Roquefort cheese 

2 tablespoons cream and Worcester- 
shire sauce 


Arrange pears on lettuce, cover with mix- 
| ture of Philadelphia cream cheese, Roque- 
fort cheese, cream and Worcestershire sauce 
and garnish with plain salad dressing. 

Dorothy told me that although she has 
learned a lot about cooking and is able to 
cook and serve Frank’s favorite dishes 
whenever the need arises, such as the cook’s 
day off or during vacations away from 
home, she has never been able to make 
good coffee. And good coffee is one of the 
things Frank can’t do without. 

Her failure at coffee-making has rankled 
with her, too. It seems such a simple thing 
with most cooks. You put so much coffee 
in just so much water, let it boil or drip 
or percolate and there is your java just as 
you want it to be. But it has never worked 
right for Dorothy. She has followed every 
direction ever given, simple and complex, 
percolated, boiled, dripped and et cetera 
and yet her coffee has never been anything 
to shout about. At least, not until last 
Christmas. Then, she presented herself 
| with a silex pot and now everything is 
serene in the McHugh household. ‘They 
have coffee that is really coffee, now. 

Lemon pie has always been a weakness 
with Frank. Dorothy’s recipe is common- 
place enough but her pies aren’t. I sampled 
one of them myself and it was perfection, 
from the crust to the feathery meringue 
on top. For the benefit of those who 
struggle to achieve these results, here is 
| how it is done. 


34, cup boiling water 

34, Cup sugar 

2 ege yolks, grated rind of 1 lemon, 
1 teaspoon butter 

1 tablespoon cornstarch (or flour) 

3 tablespoons lemon juice 


Mix cornstarch and sugar, add boiling 
Water, stirring constantly. Cook 2 minutes, 
add butter, egg yolks and rind and juice 
of 1 lemon. Line tin with pie paste, and 
fill with mixture which has been cooled 
and bake in oven until paste is done. Cover 
with meringue and return to oven until 
meringue is browned. 

Here is her meringue recipe: 

Beat whites of 2 eggs until stiff, add grad- 
ually 2 tablespoons powdered sugar and 
heat together; add 14 tablespoon lemon 
| — juice for flavoring and beat again. Then 
| spread on top of pie filling and brown in 
| oven. It should come out fluffy. 
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NEMO foundation of silk batiste, Alencon 
lace and two-way stretch back with conve- 
nient talon closing. Light front boning. Very 
low back. Sold in fine stores everywhere. 


“SHE WEARS A NEMO BECAUSE 
SHE’S SMART” 


DO’s and DON’Ts in Corset-washing 


DO use lukewarm water and pure Ivory Flakes. 
DON’T use a less-pure soap—it weakens fabrics. 


DO squeeze suds through, using a soft brush on soiled 
spots—Rinse in lukewarm water. 


DON’T rub, wring or twist—it may distort the 
garment. 


DO roll in towel and knead to remove excess moisture. 
DON’T allow to remain rolled up. 


DO dry garment away from heat—Press fabric parts 
on wrong side with a moderately warm iron. 


DON’T use hot iron—Don’t iron elastic. 


“Your corsets — since you wear 
them next to your skin—need fre- 
quent washings,” declares Nemo. 
“Not only to preserve their looks 
and fit, but because perspiration 
when allowed to remain in fine 
corsets actually rots away the 
strength of the fabric!” 


A DANGER. Your corsets are 
made of “live” fabric—need gen- 
tle treatment. Don’t make the 
mistake of washing them with hot 
water or a strong soap! Any soap 
less pure than Ivory is apt to 
make the elastic flabby. Use chif- 
fon-thin Ivory Flakes, made of 
pure Ivory Soap—“safe even for 
a baby’s skin.” 


A PRECAUTION. “If you give 
your corsets Ivory Flakes care you 
can keep them looking as they did 
in the fitting room,” promises 
Nemo. “Ivory Flakes are an ab- 
solutely pure soap—they preserve 
the elasticity and fit, prolong the 
life of fine corsets!” 


IVORY FLAKES 024% rz 
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JOEL M*CREA 
TANGEE LIPS 


Fd 


HERE’S WHAT JOEL McCREA SAW 


PAINTED 


UNTOUCHED 


TANGEE 


Film star j 
chooses girl 

with Natural 
Lips in Holly- 
wood fest. 


OS ike cep, aD) ee) Rope 
natural lips... Samuel Goldwyn production 
and if that means “Barbary Coast”, released 
Tangee Lipstick, through United Artists. 

then I’m for Tangee!’’, said Joel McCrea, sid- 
ing with millions of other men who dislike lips 
that look painted. And Tangee can’t give you 
“that painted look’’ because 7¢ isn’t paint. In- 
stead, Tangee makes your lips naturally kiss- 
able and alluring. For those who prefer more 
color, especially for evening use, there is Tangee 
Theatrical. Try Tangee right away. It comes in 
two sizes, 39c and $1.10. Or for a quick trial, 
send 10c for the special 4-piece Miracle 
Make-Up Set offered below. 


e@ BEWARE OF SUBSTITUTES... when you buy. 
& Don’t let some sharp sales person switch you to an imi- 
tation . . . there’s only one Tangee. 


Worlds Most Famous Lipstick 


ANGSS 


ENDS THAT PAINTED LOOK 


“Little Miracle”’ 
Compact Set of 
Tangee Lipstick and 
Tangee Rouge. Refillable: 
An Excellent Xmas Gift—$1.50 


% 4-PIECE MIRACLE MAKE-UP SET 


THE GEORGE W. LUFT COMPANY su125 
417 Fifth Avenue, New York City 


Rush Miracle Make-Up Set of miniature Tangee 
Lipstick, Rouge Compact, Creme Rouge, Face 
Powder.I enclose10¢ (stamps or coin), 15¢in Canada. 


gheck ["] Flesh [_] Rachel [] Light Rachel 


Name. 
Address 
City. 


(Please Print) 
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The Talent Of 
Hollywood Is All 
At Work, Includ- 
mg S. R. Mook. 


® 


REETINGS, my fine feathered friends. 
(GG here we are again. After last 

month’s heat, the brisk October 
air is really a stimulant, not only to the 
actors and actorines but to your humble 
correspondent. Bright and early in the 
morning we turn our footsteps to— 


Warner Brothers 


lie: IS the first day of shooting on the 
long-talked of “Frisco Kid,” starring 
James Cagney. It’s a story of the Barbary 
Coast, in the days when the Barbary Coast 
was something to write home about—if you 
lived long enough to write. 

Naturally, the story is just opening. The 
scene is the interior of a saloon and dance 
hall, operated by the Jumping Whale 
(Claudia Coleman). It’s night and the fes- 
tivities are in full swing. I might say—in 
fact, I will say—the place is in a turmoil. 
Fighters and sailors and bow-legged tailors 
are jamming the place. The girls whom 
nowadays we call “hostesses’” but who went 
under a different name in the old days, are 
busy as bees. 

Director Lloyd Bacon yells: 
places!” 

Joe Sawyer and John Wray take their 
places at the bar and Miss Coleman (who 
looks like the mother in “February Hill”) 
takes up her post behind the bar. The 
crowd starts milling around. Suddenly the 
door opens and lets in Cagney and a gust 
of fog. Jimmy stands there looking around 
and keeping tight hold of his duffel bag. 
Then he advances to the bar. 

The Jumping Whale gives him a hard 
look, turns to the rear of the bar, takes a 
key off a rack and flings it on the bar in 
front of him. “Dollar six bits,’ she an- 
nounces. 

“What'll it be, sailor?” la Coleman in- 
quires in a whiskey bass. 


“Ready, 


Joe Sawyer, James Cagney, John 

Wray and Claudia Coleman making 

“Frisco Kid,” another of the water- 
front gold rush pictures. 


“Make it three,’ Wray instructs Cole- 
man, giving her a wink. (That “make it 
three” and the wink, tip her off she’s to 
put a Mickey Finn into Jimmy’s drink.) 
“Quittin’ ship here?” he goes on to Jimmy. 

“Yeah,” says Jim. “I came here to try 
my luck in the gold fields.” 

“All the good claims are staked,” Sawyer 
moans discouragingly. “You better ship out 
again, sailor. I can get you a berth right 
away.” 

But Jimmy shakes his head. “No thanks. 
No more sea for me.” 

As he speaks the Jumping Whale sets 
the three drinks on the bar, and the three 
men take them up. 

“Well, here’s to the gold fields,” Wray 
and Sawyer toast him, lifting their glasses, 
and tossing off their drinks. 

It is apparent that Jim’s drink is ter- 
rifically strong. He shuts his eyes and 
lowers his head under its impact. Picking 
up his room key, he turns from the bar 
but the effort causes him to grow dizzy. 
He holds on to the bar a moment for sup- 
port. 

Jimmy, my friends, is about to be shang- 
haied. 


Next comes “Stars Over Broadway.” Well, 
here is Warner Brothers’ contribution to 
the screen, this year, of some high-powered 
radio personalities. For once these stars 
are worked in naturally. ‘There isn’t one 
who doesn’t belong in the picture and the 
film has much more plot than these things 
usually have. 

The story concerns a small-time Broad- 
wayite (Pat O’Brien) who is determined to 
become a big shot at any cost. The picture 
opens in Jack Dempsey’s restaurant, where 
Pat discovers his friends have just cause to 
scorn him as an idle dreamer. He retires 
to his tiny room in a cheap hotel and is 
preparing to commit suicide when a porter 
(James Melton) enters singing. Pat, who 
never smiles once in the picture, sees pos- 
sibilities in him and talks himself into 
managing the youth. Pat is having him 
coached for grand opera but when he finds 
it will be five years before Melton is ready, 
he won’t wait that long, drags him to a 
radio station, and enters him on an ama- 
teur hour. After numerous struggles Mel- 
ton is spotted in an exclusive night club 
and, after singing a couple of numbers, is 
hailed as a sensation. 

Melton is waiting in Dempsey’s next day 
for Pat to show up. With him is Frank 
McHugh, a song-plugger. While they wait 
a girl shows up with the inevitable auto- 
graph book which Melton signs. McHugh 
reaches for it but the girl yanks it away 
from him and walks off. 

“Tm the top song plugger in the busi- 
ness, ain’t I?” Frank yells after her. “My 
autograph ought to be worth something.” 

[Continued on page 72] 
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MINUTE Make-Up 


INUTE make-up is as nat- 
ural to Virginia Bruce as 


her lovely blonde hair, 
which has never needed the help 
of a bleach or dye to keep its 
honey-colored sheen. Virginia is 
sometimes called “Hollywood's most 
beautiful woman off-screen.” She 
does her off-screen make-up with 
so much finesse that she’s never 
been caught taking more than a 
minute at a time for repairs! 

We strongly suspect that 
she’s a charter member of the 
Minute for Make-up Club, 
which has one hundred per 
cent backing by prominent 
men employers of secretaries, 
as well as the most sought- 
after escorts. 

We were an eye-witness to the conversion 
of an ardent male supporter of the Minute 
for Make-up Club. He sat at the table 
adjoining ours at the Ritz with a very 
beautiful girl at whom he was gazing ador- 
ingly. She said “Excuse me a minute while 
I powder my nose.” He smoked four 
cigarettes in solitude while the orchestra 
played the two best dance numbers of the 
evening. When she came back, looking 
very much the same as she had when she’d 
left except that her lips were redder (too 
red, in fact), they were playing a waltz. He 
didn’t waltz. 

The adoring look on his face “had went” 
and in its place there was a sort of deter- 
mined glower that a mind reader would 
have translated as: “Down with all women 
and cosmetics!” He seemed a little more 
cheerful when the orchestra struck up 
something that wasn’t a waltz. It looked 
like a cosy dance, with her forehead very 
close to his cheek. When the dance was 
finished, there was the adoring look back 
again—until he passed a mirror and saw 
the imprint of two red lips smack against 
his white collar. Quite obviously, he had 
visions of amused smirks on the part of 
the hat check girl, the taxi driver, the 
doorman and the elevator boy. Not a very 
cheerful outlook for the rest of the evening! 

An expression of dark rage replaced the 
adoring look. From then on, conversation 
was one-sided. Very soon afterwards they 
left the table. But only after he had 
bumped his head on the table picking up 
a lipstick, vanity, mascara case, eyebrow 
pencil and a number of other trifles that 
had spilled under it when she dropped her 
handbag: If she had to carry all those 
things she should at least have had a hag 


for DECEMBER 1935 


Virginia Bruce mak- 
ing repairs to one of 
the most beautiful 
faces in Hollywood. 


with a Talon slide fastener to keep 
it closed securely, we thought. 

We also thought, it’s no wonder 
men like girls who dont use 
make-up (or that they think don’t 
use make-up). Actually, though, 
we know that they like the effect 
of artfully applied make-up so 
long as they don’t have to watch 
the process or be kept waiting 
while it takes place. They might 
not be so attracted to the pale skin 

and purplish lips which are 
the best Nature has done for 
most of us beyond the “teens.” 
And who ever complimented a 
girl by saying “What a beau- 
tiful shiny nose you have, my 
dear?” 

The real secret of being en- 
chanting without being annoying is to put 
your make-up on in the first place so it 
sticks. And then know how to do your 
repairs quickly and no oftener than is 
really necessary. 

First and foremost, use a make-up foun- 
dation that will keep your rouge and 
powder where you put them. Helena 
Rubinstein has a dandy new one called 
“Town and Country Make-up Film.” It 
was brought out first in England, where it 
proved it could keep make-up faultless 
during a rainy afternoon at the Ascot races 
as well as through long, trying Court func- 
tions. 

Make a firm resolution to limit your 
time for repairs (and only when repairs 
are necessary) to. one minute. Don’t pow- 
der your nose just to be doing something. 


Light a Cigarette instead. One of the 
trickiest devices we've seen for minute 
make-up is a vanity bracelet. It’s a 


medium-sized loose powder sifter cleverly 
concealed in what looks like an_ old- 
fashioned bracelet (very smart this Season). 
The top of the vanity opens and discloses 
a mirror held at just the right angle to 
give you a clear picture of your face while 
you do the make-up job. You can get a 
vanity bracelet with a rouge compact in- 
cluded, too. The Foster Jewelry Company 
have made some stunning looking ones in 
gold and silver colors and trimmed with 
filagree designs, cameos or quaint black and 
gold enamel. There’s an evening one, solid 
rhinestone studded, that’s delicate and glit- 
tery with formal clothes. And here’s an 
idea. How would a vanity bracelet do as 
a Christmas gift for that friend who “has 
everything” and is so hard to shop for? 


(Rsdiicod 
37 POLINDS 


with DILEX-REDUSOLS” 
writes Mrs. H. H,. LANGLEY 


Now YOU can take off 
POUNDS of HGLY FAT 
THIS SAFE, EASY QUICK WAY! 


No Dieting...No Self Denial, No Strenuous Exercises! 


OUNDS too good to be true? Yet it is 
true. Dilex-Redusols increase your 


metabolism ... they turn food into energy instead 
of fat. You will be amazed at yourincreased vitality! 


REDU< 12 POUNDS WITH 


1st box...or no cost! 


§ Many satisfied users report they have reduced as 
much as 40 and 50 pounds with safe Dilex-Redusols. 


Eat What You Wish And All You Want! 


@ At last you can reduce safely and quickly without 
denying yourself the good things of life. You do not 
have to go through tiresome exercises...simply take 
these carefully prepared capsules and watch the fat 
disappear! Dilex-Redusols are effective because they 
remove the cause of obesity. 


Profit By the Amazing Experiences of Others! 
REDUCED 50 POUNDS LOST 40 POUNDS 


“YT want you to tell every “I have lost 40 pounds in 13 
woman about my reducing weeks.” Mrs. H.C.R 


60 pounds.’’ Mrs. E. D 
LOST 35 POUNDS REDUCED 36 POUNDS 
“Changed my weight from ‘‘Amlosing15 pounds amonth 
169 to 184 pounds.’’ Mrs.H.L. with Redusols’’... Miss L. H. 
The DILEX-REDUSOL Way is the Safe Way! 


§@ Do not accept any substitute for safe Dilex-Re- 
dusols...the absolutely harmless capsules that reduce 
your weight by increasing your metabolism. Dilex- 
Redusols contain no thyroid extract or other harm- 
ful ingredients. They are absolutely safe when taken 
as directed. Beware of any product that makes ex- 
travagant claims for more rapid reductions...physi- 
cians will tell you it is harmful for anyone to reduce 
more than 15 pounds a month. 
Remember you reduce 12 pounds...or no cost! 


DON’T WAIT...MAIL COUPON TODAY 
[4 a= = a =» aa Lt t—] GD = = 
DILEX INSTITUTE 

9 East 40th Street, Dept. 2112A, New York City 

(1 Enclosed find $3.00 for which please send, postpaid, one 
box of 90 Dilex-Redusol Capsules in plain wrapper. 

(0 Send one box of 90 Dilex-Redusol Capsules, C.0.D. I will 
pay postman $3.00 (plus 28e. postage). 


If I do not lose at least 12 pounds after taking the first 
box of Dilex-Redusolsas directed, you will refund my $3. 


Name aa 
Write Mr., Mrs. or Miss 

Address 

City. State 

Give Height Weight Age neta, 


Canadian and Foreign Countries Cash in Advance 


ee a SE LR SO STN TR 
11 


LETTER CONTEST FOR.STARS PHOmer 


Some Of The Fifty Let- 
tersWhichWere Award- 
ed Prizes In Last 
Month's Autograph 
Photograph Contest. 


«Tt ADORE the defiant 

worldliness that 
Marlene Dietrich por- 
trays on the screen,” 
writes Geraldine Nelson 
of Boston, Mass. “She 
has the subtle charm of 
a gentle manner and 
beauty all her own. 
Marlene is the most 
unique of actresses be- 
cause her repose and 
quietness fascinate me. 
I consider her our most 
thrilling beauty and best 
exotic.” 

Write in if you would 
like the picture of Mar- 
lene signing your prize 
picture. 


“(~LARK GABLE is 
not only the hand- 
somest actor on the 
screen today, but also 
has the most charming 
personality. His tech- 
nique at love-making is 
so perfect, it is certain 
to appeal to every fem- 
inine heart. He is not 
the egotistical type but 
rather a ‘regular guy — 
a character admired by 
everyone,” writes Opal 
Jerry of El Dorado, Ark. 
“Clark Gable is out- 
standingly my favorite 
star and ideal man.” 
That explains every- 
thing. 


“<T HAVE just seen 

Dick Powell in his 
latest musical picture, 
“Page Miss Glory,’ ”’ 
writes Georgianna 
Joseph of Los Angeles, 
Calif. “Dick is good at 
comedy, especially in 
this latest picture when 
he brings four rattles to 
Dawn Glory from the 
quadruplets in Alaska, 
and he also plays his 
part well as ‘a little 
goofy’ aviator (I’m still 
laughing). I have thor- 


Editor, 


Marlene Dietrich, as she 
signed the photograph 
won by Geraldine Nel- 
son. Miss Nelson’s letter 
appears on this page. 


Fifty Beautiful Photo- 

graphs, Inscribed, Signed 

And Tastefully Framed 

Under Glass (Size 83” 

TON) valine (Ojfreraal 
In This Contest. 


To win a photo write a 
letter about the star 
whose photograph you 
desire. Your letter can 


praise or constructively 


criticize, and the BEST 
fifty letters will win. 


oughly enjoyed all of his 
pictures and can’t wait 
until ‘A Midsummer 
Night’s Dream’ and 
‘Shipmates Forever’ are 
released. 

“Powell should receive 
more than words of 
praise. How about the 
Silver Screen Gold Med- 
al or the 1935 Academy 
award?” 

There’s a thought 
back of that. 


SS A FAYE, the very 
vivacious and lovely 
girl of several of George 
White’s “Scandals, and 
also of many other pic- 
tures, is a typical, peppy 
example of young wom- 
anhood of today,” writes 
Bob Ahern of Eggerts- 
ville, N. Y. “She is grace- 
ful, a good dancer and 
has a lovely voice. She 
has a naturalness about 
her that is totally lack- 
ing in a sophisticated 
snob. Her sparkling and 
happy characteristics 
make Alice Faye a joy 
and a thrill to see on 
the screen.” 
Yowll enjoy having 
her picture. 


‘FTO ME you are one 

of Hollywood's fore- 
most actresses due to 
your very fine acting 
talent,” writes Annette 


Sterenglas of Long Beach, L. I., about Kay 
Francis. “Of your many outstanding pic- 
tures I chose ‘Dr. Monica’ as your greatest 
screen triumph. Do try and make another 
picture with that idea, for the role of a 
doctor suits you perfectly. 


“Just recently I saw ‘Stranded’ and 


found it another swell picture to add to 
your credit. But now I eagerly wait the 
arrival of your newest screen release, “The 


Goose and the Gander. 


> 


We liked “One Way Passage.” 


The fifty winners of the signed, framed 
photographs offered in October have been 


notified by mail. 


Read these CONDITIONS and enter 
THIS CONTEST 


In addition to the letter each contestant must 
fill out and send in the coupon which appears 
on this page. 

Please limit your letters to just as few witty, 
clever, brief thoughts as possible. No letters 


over a hundred words considered. 

3. You can enter as many letters as you wish 
providing that each is accompanied with a 
coupon. 

4. You may write about any star in the movies 
and your letters will be judged solely on their 
intelligence, originality and neatness. 

5. The star’s name appearing on the coupon must 
be the star mentioned in the letter. 

6. This contest closes at midnight, December 6, 
1935. Entries received after that time will not 
receive consideration. 

7. In the event of ties prizes of equal value will 
be awarded to each tying contestant. 

8. Address your letters to Star Photograph Edi- 
tor, Silver Screen, 45 West 45th St., New 
York, N. Y. 


Star Photograph Contest, 
Silver Screen, 45 W. 45th St., New York, N. Y. 
Herewith is my entry in your contest. If I win I should like to receive an inscribed 
and framed photograph of 


This coupon invalid after Dec. 6, 1935 
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Topics 
for 


Gossip 


We: what are the young folks 
up to these days? Nino Martini 
gave pretty Anita Louise a great 
big welcome when she arrived in New 
York and everyone suspects a romance 
there. But Anita Louise has wired prac- 
tically everybody in MHollywood—except 
Tom Brown—that the rumors of an en- 
gagement are greatly exaggerated. While 


_Anita Louise is vacationing in New York 


Tom Brown is escorting Sue Mullen to the 
Trocadero almost every night. 

Isabel Jewell is back in Hollywood after 
a visit to New York, where she saw a lot 
of plays, even the rehearsal of Lee Tracy’s 
new play, and is hand-holding these eve- 
nings with George E. Stone. 

Cute little Mary Carlisle, to whom Dick 
Cromwell proposed before he left for the 
Grand Tour, has been night clubbing quite 
often lately with Arthur Lake. 

Jackie Coogan seems to have forgotten 
Toby Wing for the nonce and is buying 
Betty Grable dinners at the Brown Derby. 

Pat Ellis and Fred Keating are still in 
the throes. 

r—@i—s 
FRc beRt MONTGOMERY has had plenty 
of kidding over the very smart Euro- 
pean car he brought back to Hollywood 
with him after his recent travels. The 
other day he left the car parked in front 
of the wardrobe building on the Metro lot 
for a few moments, and when he returned 
he found the following note on his steering 
wheel: “Mr. Montgomery—Please do not 
leave your refuse in front of the building. 

(signed) Clark Gable.” 

21 Qi—s 
ITTLE Freddie Bartholomew has an un- 
controllable desire to lift people. He 
even ran up behind Garbo one day on the 
“Anna Karenina” set and lifted her right 
off her feet. She was surprised, says 

Freddie, but not angry. 

<—x@n—n 
Bp OSN BENNETT’S baby is seventeen 
months old now and as quaint and old- 
fashioned looking as her name, Melinda. She 
doesn’t seem like a Holly- 
wood baby for there is 
nothing chic or cute about 
her, but, rather, she re- 
sembles a sweet old dag- 
uerreotype of a little girl 
of long ago. But Melinda, 
despite her ethereal looks 
and lovely old-world man- 
ners, is a bit of a modern. 
How could she help being, 
what with a Bennett for 
a mother, and two Ben- 
netts for aunts! Joan 
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Polo for Christmas. 
which has been renamed **Will Rogers Memorial Field.” 


took her shopping with her the other day 
and for the first time in her life little Me- 
linda rode on an elevator. When the door 
closed and the thing began to move 
Melinda gave Joan her most heavenly 
smile, and casually remarked, “Whoopee.” 
r——1@i——a 
REMC as the boarding house landlady 
said, are here today and gone tomorrow. 
And the rumor which should go the 
quickest regards the supposed-to-be-divorce 
of Frances Dee and Joel McCrea. Where 
that rumor started no one knows, but it 
spread like soft nougat. It was particularly 
distressing to Frances because in another 
month or so there is to be another McCrea 
heir. Joel and Frances want you to know 
that they have never been so happy—so 
lay off them, please. 

And, despite the rumors, the Bing 
Crosbys still seem to be happily wedded. 
They are house-hunting like mad now for, 
on October first, they promised to vacate 
their home at Toluca Lake so that the 
Keelers (Ruby’s mother and sisters) could 
move in. But came October and even 
November and still they haven’t been able 
to find a house large enough for three 
babies, two secretaries, dozens of relatives, 
and a big batch of servants. How would 
you like to be the wage-earner for that 
menage? 

More rumors. Friends of Ginger Rogers 
and Lew Ayres declare that Ginger and 
Lew have effected a reconciliation and that 
all is peace and happiness once again. 
Ginger is so wrapped up in her career now, 
and she is certainly sitting right up there 
on top with Garbo, Crawford, Colbert and 
the other top-notchers, that it is sort of 


THE PICTURES THAT WILL COME OUT WITH NEW TITLES 


“Beauty’s Daughter” (Ralph Bellamy) has been changed to ‘‘Navy Wife” 
“Gettin’ Smart” (Lee Tracy) has been changed to 
“Tamed” (Ginger Rogers) has been changed to 


“Moonlight on the River” (Harry Richman) has been 
changed to 


“Two Fisted” ) 
“In Person” get married, because she 


Rolling Along”? 
“Jackhammer” (Victor Jory) has been changed to ‘Too Tough To Kill” 
“The Black Chamber” (Wm. Powell) has been changed to “Rendezvous” 


“Love Song” (Lily Pons) has been changed to....“I Dream Too Much” 


An interesting view of the field 


hard to look after a home and husband, 
too. R-K-O has made her a star, you know, 
and that’s no bed of roses. 


—1@n——n 


ID you know that Mae West collects 

all those jokes about herself? She 
feels that it is a form of flattery and is 
quite hurt if there aren’t a few new ones 
every week. In fact, her fellow-workers 
on. the “Klondike Lou” set are always 
pleased when Mae comes on the set of a 
morning and breezily asks, ““Have you heard 
any new Mae West gags?” for it means that 
la West is in a good mood and everything 
will be hotsy totsy. By the way, Mae has 
made a cameraman—tsch, tsch, now don’t 
be vulgar. When Mae couldn’t get her 
favorite cameraman, Karl Struss, for her 
new picture because he had been assigned 
already to the Bing Crosby picture, she 
halted production while she tried out sev- 
eral of the boys. Struss’ assistant pleased 
her most with his photography, and she 


immediately had him promoted to the 
status of cameraman. 
1—1@—n 
ONSTANT tennis opponents, when 


pictures don’t interfere, are Nelson Eddy 
and Brian Aherne. Both boys will prob- 
ably be next year’s most popular leading 
men. Nelson Eddy already gets more mail 
than anyone else on the Metro lot, and 
since the preview of “I Live My Life” Brian 
Aherne’s popularity has shot up like a 
skyscraper. 

—@i——n 


il Birtee movie stars should never say 
“eet that man away from here” to pho- 
tographers for they are a 
sensitive breed alas, and 
hurt easily. Sylvia Sidney 
hurt the feelings of the 
camera boys so badly 
down at Phoenix when 
she got off the plane to 


wouldn't pose for them, 
that they sulked around 
for hours and plotted re- 
venge. When Sylvia and 
her bridegroom returned 
[Continued on page 51] 
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ParK AVENU 


When The Stars Come To 
New York They Are Captured 
And Proudly Exhibited By 
The Park Avenue Big Shots. 


HE “400” and the four million are not so far apart 
as you think. The $12-a-week girl clerk who 
stands behind the bargain counter in a department 
store, and the debutante who lunches at the Colony 
Club have one thing in common—a fierce desire to meet 
the stars of the moving pictures. Gable and Colman 
and Boyer spell romance just as surely to the debutante 
as they do to her humbler sister. The Colonel’s lady and 
Judy O’Grady may be at the far ends of the social poles, 
but when it comes to the movie stars, girls born on the 
Opposite sides of the railroad track are alike in their 
reactions. 

That is the conclusion of a Broadway columnist who 
is in a position to watch what happens to the cinema 
stars when they arrive in New York. Their committee 
of welcome invariably is made up of wealthy women. 
When Ricardo Cortez and Dick Barthelmess arrived 
on Broadway for the Louis-Baer massacre, they were 
monopolized by Countess Dorothy di Frasso, when 
Clark Gable and Mrs. Gable paid their last visit to New 
York, you saw them constantly in the cream-colored 
Rolls-Royce of wealthy Beth Leary, whenever Amos 
’N Andy hit Broadway, it is dollars to doughnuts that 
you can phone them at Clara Bell Walsh’s suite at the 
Plaza. And when the feminine stars of the pictures ar- 
rive in New York, the wealthy men of the town dance 
attendance upon them. Loretta Young’s escort was mil- 
lionaire Will Stewart. Myrna Loy went places and saw 
things with tall George Marshall, Marlene Dietrich had 
for escort a governor of the New York Stock Exchange, 
Bert Taylor. Conde Nast, millionaire publisher, has a 
standing invitation te the Hollywood beauties, and Kay 
Francis, if she so desired, could have her pick of the 
Racquet Club. 

The answer is that the wealthy members of the “400” 
are bored to death with their own sets and cliques. They 
find a new thrill in the companionship of celluloid 
celebrities, they enjoy escorting them and being pointed 
out in public places. The stardust that is deflected to 
them gives them a kick. They get a thrill out of it, 
just as great a thrill as you and you and you would get 
if Clark Gable were to sit down at the same table. 

The “400,” fully aware that the movie stars are social 
lions in the fullest sense of the word, guard them jeal- 
ously. I will explain that. Carole Lombard, for instance, 
is leaving the Coast by plane for New York, and the 
farewell dinner is tendered at Dorothy di Frasso’s elab- 
orate manse. Before Miss Lombard leaves, Countess 
di Frasso arms her with perhaps five letters of introduc- 
tion to HER friends in New York. In that way, it be- 
comes a closed, corporation. These lucky five will monop- 
olize the blond Lombard girl until she is ready to return 
to the Coast. 


Joan Bennett is popular at The movie stars are content with this arrangement 
both ends of the Air Line. A because they love it. Through the good offices of Countess 
She is wearing an evening di Frasso, they will be house guests at elaborate Long 
ensemble of chartreuse and Island estates, they will be feted at the polo matches, 
silver, trimmed with mink. they will lunch at the Colony and dine at the Central 
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SOES HOLLYWOOD ,, 


It Is Good Form 
Nowadays T oBeSeen 
With A Movie Star. 


By 


Sullivan 


Mr. John Mackay, Miss Silverstone, Ellen Mackay Berlin, Irving Berlin and 
Mrs. Mackay calling on Jane Withers and John McGuire at the studio. 


Park Casino, they will have liveried lackeys 
to answer and satisfy every whim. The- 
stars, in other words, like to feel that they 
have crashed the sacred portals of the real 
“400.” Here it is that they actually live 
the lives they portray on the screen. It is 
pleasant, for instance, to sit on the glassed- 
in porch of the snooty River Club, perched 
on the banks of New York’s East River, and 
bandy small talk with Sonny Whitney or 
Jock Whitney. Outside, at the dock, the 
movie star can see one of the sleek yachts 
of the Whitneys riding at anchor, and if the 
mood seizes them, the captain is ready to 
hoist anchor and take off. Here, in real 
life, is all the swank of reel life. The movie 
stars can’t be blamed for going social. 

It is pleasant, of course, for a Ricardo 
Cortez and a Dick Barthelmess to arrive 
on Broadway a few hours before a great 
heavyweight fight, and find that their 
wealthy host has anticipated their slightest 
wish. Ringside seats, priceless and not for 
sale, are waiting for them in the fifth row, 
and anything they desire requires. only a 
slight pressure of a button. 

In this curious companionship of the 
“400” of the Social Register and the “400” 
of Hollywood, the bluebloods give full 
value in return for the companionship of 
the actors and actresses. ‘The stars, when 
they are with them, need never worry that 
they won't be with the right people. They 
meet Washington diplomats, they meet cap- 
tains of finance, they meet newspaper pub- 
lishers who can do them untold good—in 
short, they meet the interesting people of 
the world, and they meet them in a cham- 
pagne-and-caviar atmosphere that is purely delightful. On the 
other hand, the movie stars give the “400” the excitement of 
vivid personalities, they give them brittle small talk, they give 
them a colorful slant on life which refreshes their hosts and host- 
esses, they give them glamour, but most important, they give 
them an interest in life. 

Kay Francis, Donald Ogden Stewart, Fred Astaire, Miriam Hop- 
kins, Marlene Dietrich, Ricardo Cortez, Dick Barthelmess, Carole 
Lombard and Clark Gable are the favorites of the bluebloods. 
Each of these fits into the social pattern perfectly. 

Gary Cooper, who married into society, has a separate clique. 
Greta Garbo would be admitted eagerly by the “4oo” but she 
steers clear of them. Claudette Colbert, gracious, charming and 
Witty, would have no difficulty breaking into the di Frasso group 
if she showed any inclination, and actually does join them on 
infrequent occasions. In fact, the only Hollywood personage who 
couldn’t crash is Stepin Fetchit, because the only line drawn is 
the color line. 

On the outskirts of this group of “greeters” stand A. C. 
Blumenthal and Joe Schenck. ‘These two musketeers do very 
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Faith Hawley, Myrna Loy and George Marshall, who 


proudly squired Myrna 
around New York. 


Richard Bar- 
thelmess came 
on for the big 
fight, and to 
his surprise a 


friend had Ricardo Cortez 
seats all wait- found New 
ing for him. York City 
folks anxious 
to pay all his 

expenses. 


nicely by themselves. “Blumey” likes pretty women. Schenck 
likes pretty women. Joan Bennett and her sister, Constance, 
Carole Lombard and Paulette Goddard are “Blumey’s’” favorites 
and Joe plays the field. Occasionally Will Stewart deserts the 
Park Avenue salons to join forces with them. 

On the fringe of this group are the minor men-about-town, the 
artists and the writers and the wealthier cloak-and-suiters. If 
the di Frasso group and the Blumenthal group overlook any 
Hollywood celeb, this third division of “greeters” gulps them up 
and retires them from circulation. As a result of these divisions 
and sub-divisions of New Yorkers who are movie fans, and 
ever on the alert to bring the sparkle of a real movie star into 
their set, any celeb who comes on from the west coast is certain 
to have an enjoyably crowded visit. I guarantee that they will 
not lack for anything. And their hosts and hostesses would be 
offended if the celeb tried to pick up a check, be it ever so small. 
Economically, as well as socially, it is an ideally pleasant arrange- 
ment. 

In addition, if the star is of the first-water, he or she can pick 
up some pin money to defray the air- [Continued on page 56] 


15 


They Know The 


1L| 


The Sophistication Of The Screen Stars Is In Evidence 
When They Do The Marketing. 


them! 
Which star buys what, and where, 

and how much? A man’s table can reveal 
more about him than his psychiatrist, and 
a quick going-over of Hollywood tables 
reveals that we have a new race of fastidi- 
ous epicures quite in keeping with the 
sophistication of their screen. roles. 
But the extraordinary 
angle is that these busy 
and glamorous personali- 
ties take up their baskets 
and, like you, madame 
housekeeper, and you, 
monsieur 
good-pro- 
vider go a- 
marketing, 
personally. 
And con- 
sider it one 
of the major 
pleasures, no 
less. With 
the markets 
of Los An- 
geles, Holly- 
wood and 
Beverly Hills 
among the 
most irresist- 
ible sights on 
the land- 
scape, buying 
the family 
supplies has 
turned from drab 
routine into a col- 


Aine by their groceries you shall know 


orful experience, 
if not actually cul- 
tural. 


The center of 
the star’s activi- 
ties is the beauti- 
ful Young’s Mar- 
ket at Union and 
Seventh Streets, 
and it certainly 
is the ultimate 
achievement in 
food emporiums. 
The simplest ham 
and eggs look 
glamorous in this 
handsome setting. 
No wonder Eric 
Rhodes remarked 
to me that when 
he enters this 
store, he always 
has an impulse to 
ask for the jewelry department! 

I would make a bet with you that in one 
month’s time, more big-name stars show 
up at Young’s than in any night-club— 
possibly all of the night-clubs—in Holly- 
wood! 

That slender girl with the cropped red 
hair, wearing a pair of comfortable slacks 
and hovering domestically over the deli- 


wood, 
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Carl Brisson buying 
Swedish Aalborg Akavit 


and Kirsbaer Liqueur. 


Strawberries all year round in Holly- 
Carol Stone and her father, 
Fred Stone, shopping in person. 


By Ruth Rankin 


catessen counter, is known to millions as 
Katharine Hepburn. There are three 
friends with her, but Katie is doing the 


One aisle in the cele- 
brated Young’s Market, 
showing the supply of 
carrots for carrot eaters. 
In the refrigerated 
counter are frogs legs, 
from the swamps, and 
brook trout, from the 
High Sierras. 


shopping. Mr. Brown, the store manager, 
tells me that “she knows the art of buying 
for the table—whether it is a natural in- 
stinct or her good New England training.” 
She is very clever, the sales-persons in va- 
rious departments add, never buying too 
much of one thing or too little of another. 
Katie loves picnics—any time of year—and 
she selects all the good pastes and spreads 
for sandwiches with a nice discrimination. 
Caviar, pate de foie gras, almond paste, 
and Roquefort spread are among her fa- 
vorites. Her purchases are wrapped and 
carried to her car—she prefers to take them 
along with her. 

One of the most selective pur- 
chasers is—you guessed it—Bill Powell, 
epicure to gladden the heart of old 
Epicurus himself. I was in luck to 
catch him right in the midst of a 
marketing spree, since William’s ex- 
plorations are quite unpremeditated 
—they occur when he happens to 
feel in the mood, and then the food 
business takes a leap. Bill is no 
skimpy shopper. The sight of so 
much splendid provender puts him 
in a warm, informal mood. 

There is certainly an air of opu- 
lence about Young's, guaranteed to 
give any customer some fancy ideas 
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GROCERIES! 


about what to have for 
dinner, but they can 
spring surprises in the 
way of practical prices 
for staples—in case you 
have the impression that 
your favorite dream-man 
and glamor-girl pay 
| double for their flour and 
sugar. Most of these 
staples are ordered by 
telephone, and when a 
star does personal shop- 
ping, it is in the nature 
of a tour for new and 
| different things. 

Bill the Powell browses 
all over the store asking 
a million questions and 
calling most of the clerks 
by name. (All of them 
have been there since the 
place opened, ten years 
ago.) He has a standing 
joke with Daisy Dey of - 
the tobacco department, 
because he “once had a 
girl named Edith Day who 
was so charming he has 
to buy all his tobacco 
and cigarettes from Daisy.” 
His latest joke is that 


Madge Evans always 
purchases imported 


Eric Rhodes buys Roquefort, which is 
a gift box of candy crumbly with age and 
and preserved fruit. marked like rare marble. 


he is mooching cig- the right amount of fat. The butcher has 
arettes these days, a wholesome respect for Bill’s judgment. 
not buying somany, The steak set him back two dollars and it 
trying to pay up was the best in the market. 
for his house! Over at the grocery counter, half a block 
Daisy says he has long, Bill lets loose and the chips fall 
the heartiest hand- where they may. He has a passion for 
shake of anybody. sauces—Sauce Diabolo, Escoffier, Eschalot, 
Bill prefers to and Viniagrette. The Eschalot he uses on 
select the meat for the little cultivated escargot (snails, brought 
his table whenever up by hand) of which he buys a dozen tins 
he can, and he likes for nine dollars. Then half a dozen of the 
a good thick steak. small imported bottles of Financier au Jus 
He went in a  —cox-combs, truffles, and other delicacies 
huddle with the combined at three dollars the bottle. Then 
butcher; inspected he invests in a few tins of fancy scallops, 


several cuts with a some brandied peaches, and some _ wild- Cecil B. DeMille wiil 
shrewd eye, and strawberry jam. He leaves the salesman have cauliflower for 
decided on a hand- with a glad heart and wanders to the toilet dinner if Katharine has 
some porterhouse, goods counter. (This market has every- her way. 
well-hung and _ thing to make good living better!) 

rimmed with just [Continued on page 66] 
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The success of 
“Naughty Marietta” 
must have made good 
reading for Mr. Eddy. 


HIS is the story of 


three city  slickers 
who suddenly  dis- 
covered to their horror 


and distraction that four 
A.M. is the time to get up 
and not the time to go 
to bed. The three city 
slickers are Jeanette Mac- 
Donald, Nelson Eddy, and 
myself. And if you think 
I have a whale of a nerve 
grouping myself with 
those two you don’t know 
the half of it—why, I’ve 
never been able to carry 
a tune further than from 
here to there, which is 
exactly the length of an 
eyelash, and not even a 
Dietrich eyelash. But 
that’s the advantage 
writers have, they can al- 
ways go around sticking 
themselves in their stories 
and the poor movie stars 
can’t do anything about 
it. 

Well, it seems that when 
the Metro publicity de- 
partment called me up 
and suggested that I go 
on location for a few 
days with the “Rose Marie” 


Jeanette MacDonald all set 
to work with the waterfall. 


company at Lake Tahoe, which is 


eight thousand feet up in the High Sierras, I thought it was a. 


good idea. But when that train started playing leap frog with 
a few Sierras up near Truckee, I decided that maybe it “wasn’t 
such a good idea. 

What with nearly all pictures being made on sound stages 
and back lots now, it really isn’t necessary for a company to 
go on location unless they need magnificent, natural scenery, 
and so it happened that as long as I had batted around Holly- 
wood I had never been on a location before. Well, strange to 
say, neither had Jeanette MacDonald nor Nelson Eddy. Those 
two charming and sophisticated Easterners had become a couple 
of old softies, so completely had they been pampered by Metro 
with respectable hours, regular meals, well equipped sound stages 
that are cooled in the summer and warmed in the winter, and 
every night their own comfortable and luxurious Beverly Hills 
homes. ‘They didn’t know much about Nature except that there 
was a whole mess of her outside the train windows every time 
they traveled to or from New York by the Chief, cooled in 
summer and warmed in winter. 

The first fourteen years of her life Jeanette spent in school in 
Philadelphia, and after that most of it on the musical comedy 
and concert stages of New York and Paris, so you just wouldn’t 
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a JEANETTE 


MACDONALD 


AND 


NELSON EDDY 


ON. LOCATION 
By Liza 


expect her to know about bugs and bad coffee. 

And Nelson Eddy, as you know, was certainly a little 
city boy, born in Providence, Rhode Island, and brought 
up mostly in Philadelphia, where he had to work too 
hard trying to keep body and soul together to find 
much time for communing with Nature. Then, when 
he gave up his career of a reporter at eighteen and 
began to train for opera, naturally he lived in the big 
cities of the Continent and in New York. And me— 
don't forget I’m in this story too—me now, I haven't 
walked further than from Times Square to the subway 
shuttle train in years. I’m the effetest of the effete 
Easterners. 

“Ah, Lake Tahoe,” said Jeanette and Nelson Eddy, 
when Director Van Dyke (it was Van you remember 
who directed them in “Naughty Marietta”) informed 
them that all of “Rose Marie” would be made in the 
snow country, and he hoped to high heaven they 
wouldn’t get snowed in for the winter, but they’d better 
take some heavy underwear. Um-mm-mm, they thought, 


Beautiful Lake Tahoe all cluttered 
up with Indians and movie stars. 


that’s the magnificent resort region, and near sophisticated 
Reno, and immediately they saw visions of beautiful hotels, 
snappy bell boys, and a stringed orchestra and Chopin for. dinner. 
I don’t know what Jeanette packed, but I packed two dinner 
gowns and three pairs of French heels. 

Well, just imagine our surprise when we discovered that the 
season was over, all the de luxe hotels and lodges closed, and 
only one lodge open, and here “Rose Marie” took shelter. Rather 
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In The High 
Sierras The “Rose 
Marie” Company 
Worked With The 
Back-Drops All 
Done By Nature. 


a depressing affair consisting 
of a combination barber 
shop and bar, a dining room 
and club room surprisingly 
lacking in the luxuries of 
life, an elemental cuisine 
which convinced me more 
than ever that I should 
have bought more American 
can, and a series of cottages 
which weren't exactly my 
idea of the Waldorf-Astoria. 
When a chilly little moun- 
tain stream trickled out of 
the hot water faucet I knew 
that I was back to Nature 
at last. 

Barely had I gotten the 
train smoke out of my hair, 
the night of my arrival, be- 
fore I was told to go to bed 
as I had to get up at four 
the next morning. It seemed 
that the next day’s location 
would be at the foot of a 
waterfall on the side of a 
wild untouched-by-civiliza- 
tion mountain about an 
hour’s ride from the Lodge. 
Well, that four o’clock didn’t 
sound very good to me, but 

I had traveled twenty- 
four hours to get here 
so, so help me, I was 
going to that location 
if it killed me. It 
practically did. I 
found tendons in the 
back of my legs that 
hadn't been aroused 
in decades, and did 
they object! But if 
Jeanette and Nelson 
could make it, I could 
too. 

Paul, the unit man, 
was big-hearted and 
didn’t get me there 
until six o’clock, by 
which time I was in- 
formed Nelson and 
Jeanette had already 
done one of their big 
scenes. Imagine doing 
a love scene at five in 
the morning, stiffling 
yawns and trying to 
get your eyes open. Those two certainly rose in my respect. 
Well, to get to the location you had to climb, by hand 
and foot, about two hundred yards to a little crag that 
jutted up quite impertinently and overlooked as beautiful 
a waterfall as I have ever seen. Of course if you were a 

sissy you could get a pack horse to take you, but I took one look 
at those horses which were quite obviously snarling “dudes” (only 
that morning one. of them had very grandly refused to budge 
an inch with Jeanette on his back) yes, I took one look at those 
animals and decided a little foot-work was in order. It was 
certainly the forest primeval that I had to fight my way through, 
with my arches falling on every turn, not to mention my spirits, 
but eventually, puffing like a mountain train, I made the crag— 
which was a trick in itself as it was just so big and already had 
Jeanette, Nelson, Van Dyke and Dr. Lippe on it. I grabbed 
hold of a stone for dear life, and every time I took a deep 
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Jeanette MacDonald and Nelson Eddy ready to sing ‘Indian Love Call.” 


breath Nelson, always the gentleman, yanked me by my foot or 
throat and kept me from sliding away to the lovely rocks miles 
below. Of course I immediately upset the one bucket of water 
the company had between them and everlasting thirst, and that 
made me awfully popular. 

Well, when we three city slickers got together, what we did 
to Nature was really something. I bet her ears burned plenty. 
It seems that the switchboard boy at the Lodge had forgotten to 
awake Jeanette and she had had to hurry to the location at 
five in the morning without any breakfast, not even a cup of 
coffee, and it seems that it had turned colder than usual during 
the night and that Nelson couldn't find any more blankets and 
had caught a cold in his head, so we were all in grand form 
to complain bitterly. 

On an outdoor location the sun has to be just so, and the 
sky has to be just so, so we had to [Continued on page 62] 
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‘ME AND MY PUBLIC 


A Movie Actor Has To Learn 
ng alse (OH Making People 
Like Him. 


By Helen Louise Walker 


EVERAL years ago I had occasion to go on 
location with Wallace Beery. Wallie, wear- 
ing an impressive Stetson hat, called’ at my 

door at an early hour and tucked me into the 
front seat of a large sedan. We were speeding 
merrily along the highway when someone 
shouted, “Hi, Wallie!” The brakes squealed 
and we came to an abrupt and startling (to me) 
stop. ‘Three newsboys grinned at us from the 
sidewalk and Wallie engaged in a bit of jovial 
chit-chat with them for a moment. We resumed 
our journey and our conversation. Presently 
there was another shout, “Hi, Mister Beery!” 
This time it was a pair of garbage collectors. 
We repeated the brake-squealing procedure and 
the joviality, leaving the two chocolate-colored 
and somewhat odoriferous gentlemen in a state 
of flattered exaltation. 

After one or two more stops, Wallie explained to me, in all 
seriousness: “These people are customers. Gotta be nice to ’em!” 
He continued, “I always try to stop to speak to anyone who hails 
me. It isn’t merely that they are customers for what I have to 
sell. I learn something from them almost always. The 
moment an actor gets too big for his hat and tries to avoid the 
public who pays him his salary, he loses touch with something 
which is very val- 
uable. He should 
ride on street cars 
and buses some- 
times, visit beach 
concessions, hot 
dog stands, en- 
gage the people 
he meets in con- 
versation and find 
out, if he can, 
how they live, 


When Robert Montgomery 
gives an autograph a lot of 
good-will goes with it. 


Irene Dunne meet- 
ing the New York 
reporters. Great 
Scott! They’ve got 
their hats off. Irene 
MUST be pretty. 
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Rudy Vallee signs and smiles 
and talks to everyone. 


what they think about, what they want ...and need .. . in the 
way of entertainment. It is important for any actor to have a 
genuine interest in people!” 

There spoke an experienced trouper .. . and if results prove 
anything, there also spoke a wise one. Wallie has many of the 
attributes of the successful politician, and years of experience have 
taught him not only the wisdom of maintaining a friendly rela- 
tionship with his public but they have taught him how to do it. 

But what of the youthful newcomer... the pretty and talented 
young woman, for instance, who finds herself plunged suddenly 
into a glaring and bewildering spotlight? How shall she greet 
that admiring public who holds her future, her professional fate, 
in its hands? It is all very well to face, across the footlights, a 
crowd which has paid its good solid money to watch you act. All 
very well to perform in front of a camera with lights and make- 
up, with costumes designed by a world-famous expert, with an 
experienced director to ‘tell you whether you are good or terrible 
... and with the opportunity for another take if you fail on this 
one. It is another thing to meet, with- 
out benefit of lights or props or direc- 
tion, the curious crowd which assembles 
in front of the theater in which your 
picture has just been previewed .. . the 
autograph hunters, the “I-know-your- 
Aunt-Emma-in-Podunk!” shouters, the 


celebrity hunters who gather in front of 
the Brown Derby at lunch time or the 
Club Trocadero in the evening. 


The master show- 
man, Eddie Cantor. 
What Eddie signs 
in your album is 
not the same as his 
bank signature. 
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With police escort, Joe E. 
Brown leads the parade of 
stars for a Warner Broth- 
ers publicity stunt. Trust 
Joe for a smile that is as 
sincere as it is sizable. 


Take Merle Oberon. Now, Merle is a fairly 
experienced actress but not at all an experienced 
personal-appearance-maker. She is, by nature, 
extremely shy and she has met her public on 
only a few occasions . . . and she really hasn’t 
acquitted herself very well. She has fled in 
dismay and the reports have been that she 
was “frozen-faced” or even high hat. The truth was, of course, 
that she was plain scared. 

One time, when she realized that the meeting was inevitable, 
she went to Miriam Hopkins who was working on the same lot. 
“What shall I do?” she implored. “What shall I say? How shall 
I behave?” 

Miriam, inured to these experiences, smiled at her panic. 
“Keep your own mental attitude adjusted,’ she told her. “Re- 
member . . . these people have seen you upon the screen, they 
have read about you in newspapers and magazines, they feel that 
they know you. They are genuinely interested in you. If some- 
one calls you by your first name, it is not impertinence. It is 
because he feels that you are his friend. He has met you in- 
timately . there is nothing more intimate than a close-up. 
Wear your prettiest frock, smile at these people as if they were 
close friends . . . which they are. That’s all there is to it.” 

Merle came through her preview creditably, met the critical 
Press with graciousness, greeted the sidewalk crowds graciously 

. and collapsed in nervous tears when it was all over. 

Most of the studios who have large “‘stock companies” recognize 
the importance of this sort of training and advice and retain 
social arbiters or advisors for their young players, these days. 
Paramount's Miss Zee Sylvania has coached such potential stars 
as Gertrude Michaels, Toby Wing, Ann Sheridan and Grace 
Bradley in the subtle art of smiling prettily at their public. 

The course lasts from three to six months, depending upon the 
receptiveness of the pupil. “If they learn how to walk gracefully, 
how to use their hands and their voices,” says Miss Sylvania, “they 
gain self-confidence. I tell them it is important to be well 
groomed, to know that they are dressed in the best of taste. If 
you are worried for fear your hat has slipped from its proper 
angle, you will not present a cheerful front to your public. The 
smallest worries are distinctly unbecoming!” 

She starts her charges making personal appearances in small 
local theaters, sees to it that they are properly dressed, tells them 
to catch as many individual eyes as possible (wearing friendly 
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expressions), to sign 
every autograph book 
which is presented and 
to give the eager public 
all the time it wants, no 
matter how hungry or 
tired the recipient of 
the applause may _ be. 
“There is time enough 
to rush through a crowd 
and be whisked away 
after a girl has become 
a sensational success,” 
says Miss Sylvania. “Only a Garbo can afford to 
be whisked!” 

The whiskings of even so important and success- 
ful an actress as Katharine Hepburn .. . and their 


echoes . . . would seem to bear out Miss Sylvania’s 
theory! 
This conversation reminded me that Mary 


Pickford told me one time that she was haunted, when appearing 
in public, by the fear that her stocking seams might have twisted. 
And that reminds me, in turn, of the time when I sat in the box 
next to Mary’s and Doug's at a large charity ball. People kept 
coming to ask them for autographs and both were as charming 
and gracious as possible, in an automatic fashion, in acceding to 
these requests. ‘They wrote their names patiently, and smilingly, 
upon programs, visiting cards, leaves from autograph albums and 
on starched cuffs. But Doug was in a playful mood and had 
Mary worried all to pieces over remarks he made in French about 
the various supplicants, as well as about some of the entertainers 
upon the stage. 

“Doug!”? Mary would whisper, in horror. “Maybe her mother is 
sitting next to us .. . and perhaps she understands French!” ‘To 
which Doug would reply, brightly, “If her mother is clever enough 
to understand French, then she must know that her daughter 
dances like a giraffe!” 

Doug, you see, was reaching, even then, a point where he did 
not feel that he need care about what his public thought of him. 
With your newcomer, it is a different matter... . 

When Julie Haydon had to make her first public appearance, 
she fled to Joan Crawford for advice. Joan put on her hat, 
ordered her car and took the little Julie shopping for the proper 
frock. ‘Then she conducted her, briskly, to a beauty salon for 
expert advice on hair, and the proper shade of make-up. She 
supervised the purchase of hat, shoes, gloves and bag. She coached 
Julie in the gentle art of smiling her best at her public... and 
she gave a little party for friends to “preview” the act. And she 
taught her how to hurry, while not seeming to hurry, through 
the crowd to that waiting car. Julie, Il might add, did her teacher 
credit! 

A year or two ago crowds were not so friendly to actors who 
were reputed to be earning enormous sums of what looked to the 
hungry man like “easy money.” ‘There were ugly demonstrations 
ai one or two premieres. Bricks were tossed and rude remarks 
were made, to the dismay of everyone. [Continued on page 58| 
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‘Ohe Story of 
May ROBSON’S NEW 
PICTURE “Shwe: 


Fictionized by Julia Gwin 


at the strange quintet round her, at the clean but shabby 

room, at the dog curled up contentedly at her feet. 
Never had she seen these people before and she did not quite 
know what to make of them. Blackie, darkly handsome and 
just coming into young manhood, stood between his foster 
father, Tony Orsatti, and Tony’s daughter, Julia, who was like 
something out of a story book in her sweet, young loveliness. At 
the foot. of the bed was Doc, with the too mature lines plainly 
etched on his little boy face. Flash, blandly good-natured, and 
Tony, comical despite the seriousness of his manner, made up 
the group. To the eccentric old woman they all seemed like 
parts of a very bad dream from which she had just awakened. 
She feared that this might be another of the schemes of her 


Me: JANE BAXTER sat bolt upright in bed and stared 


Blackie (Frankie 
Darro) offers 
to take the G- 
Men to the kid- 
napper. 


Blackie pre- 
tends to be 
one of the 
kidnappers. 


Benton (John 

Miljan) is de- 

lighted to read 

that Blackie will 
die. 
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scatter-brained nephew, 
Percy, in his efforts to 
confuse her and aid the 
doctors of the lunacy com- 
mission he had engaged to 
declare her insane. 
“What's the meaning of 
this? Who are you and 
where am I?” She shouted 
into the anxious faces. 
Tony was worried about 
this odd old woman. True, 
the boys had thought they 
were doing the right thing 
in bringing her to the 
apartment after the accident 
for which they felt they 
were responsible. Perhaps 
she was as poor as Blackie 
and Doc seemed to think, 
but this imperious, queenly 
attitude was better suited to 
one who was in the habit 
of giving orders and hav- 
ing them obeyed. 
“Lady,” he began, 
feel-a all right?” 


“you 


Mary Jane 
(May Robson) 
refuses to 
leave although 
Tony (Henry 
Armetta) 
pleads with 
her. 


SILVER SCREEN 


“Of course, I’m all right. 
Why shouldn’t I be?” she 
snapped. 

Blackie explained how she 
had been struck by a run- 
away Carriage when its 
horses had been frightened by the Ford he had been driving. 
It reminded Mary Jane that she had been riding through Central 
Park, enjoying the crisp spring sunshine when suddenly her 
carriage had careened wildly, tipped and thrown her and her 
precious dog, Aubrey to the ground. The boys evidently did 
not know she had been the occupant of the carriage. 

Mary Jane Baxter was sixty-eight and reputedly the 
wealthiest woman in the world. She had just returned to 
New York from a European trip with her dog, on which 
she lavished all her affection and wealth. Dodging the 
photographers at the dock she had gone to her palatial home 
to face a lunacy commission examination, which had been 
brought about by her nephew, Percy, and other relatives 
who wished to get hold of the old woman’s vast fortune. 

After having admitted to the examining board that she 
had recently bought a hotel in France for her dog she 
ordered them from the house. ‘The next day she bought a 
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Action, Crime And Love—Triple Dehghts— 
In May Robson's New Picture. 


lot adjoining her house, 
stopping work on a sky- 
scraper being erected on 
it, as a playground for 
her dog. Sensational 
newspaper stories re- 

garding this occurence had already come to the notice of 

Walter Merkin, a grocer, and his neighbor, Tony Orsatti, 

who lives in a basement apartment in the rear of his shop 

with his daughter, Julia, and three adopted boys, Blackie, 

Flash, and Doc, a cripple who has ambitions of becoming 

a doctor and curing his own leg. It was Doc who had band- 

aged Miss Baxter’s injured ankie and restored her to con- 

sciousness. 

Mary Jane tried to get out of bed. She wanted to go home at 
once but her ankle was too painful for her to stand on. She 
stormed and shouted at Tony, at Julia and at the boys until 
they quite lost their patience. They had gone to considerable 
trouble to make her comfortable, yet she ranted like a lunatic 
and now she had begun demanding something to eat. Julia 
brought her a plate heaped with spaghetti and meat balls. 

“What is that?” Miss Baxter twisted her nose and sniffed at 
the plate. [Continued on page 64] 


Lawrence Tibbett is singing 
his way through a picture 
called ‘‘Metropolitan.” 


By Dena Reed 


TIBBETT ~ Ghe Troubadaa 


Larry and his son, 
Michael, at his farm 
in Wilton, Conn. 


Song And Laughter Bubble From Lawrence ‘T ibbett. 
He Takes Nothing Seriously, Least Of All Himself. 


Do you sing in your bathtub? 

F you do you're as good as a movie star 
| right now. Um-hum. It’s just as sim- 

ple as that!, Lawrence Tibbett said so! 

The high noon I was due at the Tibbett 
apartment wore on considerably and still 
no Larry Tibbett. Undoubtedly that morn- 
ing the aria got mixed up in the sponge, 
and under such circumstances one must 
make allowances and think kind thoughts 
—so I made allowances. At least it did 
give me time to see what manner of work- 
shop one orders when bathtub singing— 
on a bigger and better scale—brings its 
rewards. 

It is a large room with one huge window 
overlooking the East River, and the color 
scheme is dead white against mahogany. A 
typical man’s room. On the beautiful 
grand piano stands a metronome and sev- 
eral of those thick red pencils used for 
scoring. It is flanked by two straight ma- 
hogany chairs upholstered in white leather. 
Next comes the mantelpiece with white 
vases from which ivy twines gracefully 
down the sides of the open fireplace. Lilies, 
in simple mahogany vases, relieve several 
odd tables, on each of which are to be 
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found cigarettes—although Tibbett does 
not smoke. There is a portable victrola, a 
desk and set-in bookcases with a separate 
tier dividing them containing operas, rec- 
ords and scores. For all this impedimenta 
there remains a sense of spaciousness, of 
simplicity and. pleasing comfort. 

Finally I heard strains of the “Rogue 
Song,” profundo robusto, as the door 
swung open with dramatic effectiveness 
and voila! there stood Lawrence Tibbett 
of the Metropolitan opera, Hollywood and 
a whole chain of radio stations! He looked 
very shining and very naughty—exactly like 
brother Jimmie when he’s straggled home 
late after school via the kitchen closet and 
the jam pot. 

He was all apologies, song and dia- 
phragmatic humor—sometimes known in 
less resplendent settings as “belly laughter.” 
And his hearty good cheer is more con- 
tagious than gardener’s itch and twice as 
much fun! MHe’s definitely a happy-go- 
lucky wretch, a carefree charmer who’s 
quite at home in Hollywood. His first 
picture under the contract he just signed 
with Twentieth Century-Fox Pictures will 
be something to talk—and probably sing— 


about for a long while to come! 

Except for his hair, he looked exactly 
like that lovely picture of him with curly 
locks in his role in “The Rogue Song,” a 
copy of which hung above me on the wall. 
(He confessed that by edict the wave had 
been a “permanent’—and he thought that 
was just the funniest thing that has ever 
happened to him—and probably is!) But 
that charcoal sketch over there. We both 
looked at it—and then I at him. 

“You look exactly like a bond salesman 
there,” I said frankly. 

“Exactly!” he agreed, laughingly. 
always thought so!” 

We both laughed. 

“Have you had your breakfast yet?” I 
ventured, with visions of waiting until he 
completed the score of “The Rogue Song,” 
interspersed with bacon and eggs. 

“Oh I've had my apples and cottage 
cheese!” he smiled. “I didn’t think you 
could bear it!” 

For which I was very grateful. .. . Im- 
agine watching someone devour apples and 
cottage cheese for breakfast! My, my, what 
strange forms temperament takes! 

[Continued on page 70] 


“T’ve 


SILVER SCREEN 


Hongkong’s Contribution 


By Leon Surmelian 


UCH has been written about 
Hollywood as the city of hard 
knocks and tragic disappointments, of sorrows, tears, and 
even suicide. But not always is the road to screen fame strewn 
with heart-breaking delays and difficulties. Sometimes the gods 
are generous to a newcomer—as to Wendy Barrie, for instance. 

This buoyant English debutante, slender, 
pretty, and brisk as a lark, is one of 
the most delightful persons it has 
ever been my good fortune to 
write about. So-called “society” 
means nothing to me. My 
enthusiasm for her springs 
from the fact that she 
has affected me, as well 
as other hard-boiled 
Boulevardiers, like a 
fresh cool breeze on 
a sultry day. 

She is so vibrant, 
eager, and bubbling 
over with excite- 
ment, as if every 
day is a holiday, 
every minute of 
which must be en- 
joyed to the full, 
that shortly after I 
‘met her I felt like 
throwing away my 
specs and worries and 
playing hop, skip and 
jump with her. 

To gather the material 
for this yarn I drove to her 
beautiful house, formerly occu- 

~pied by Myrna Loy, who is one 
of her close friends. The maid lead 
me into a sumptuous room, and presently 
Wendy dashed in, wearing athletic shorts 
and tennis shoes. “Hi” she said, giving me 
her hand, her gray-green eyes sparkling like 
a child’s, as if meaning to say, “Oh, I am 
so happy!” 

She has a piquant type of beauty, with 
light brown hair and high cheek bones that 
give her face that aristocratic look so char- 
acteristic of her. She has already attained 
her majority, but looks like a girl of. 
seventeen. 

If you had seen us two minutes after we 
met, you would have thought we had 
known each other for years, and that, per- 
haps, I had just come from overseas to pay 
her a flying visit, and she was telling all 
about her thrilling experiences in America 
and showing me through her house. 

Wendy is a character for a novel of the 
kind Michael Arlen used to write. There 
is a bit of Mayfair, Paris and the Riviera 
about her, in all of which places she has 
lived. Her story reads like fiction. 

She was born in the British crown colony 
of Hongkong. Her father, Frank C. Jen- 
kin, K.C., is an outstanding barrister in the 
Orient. Her mother, Nell MacDonagh, was 
born in Ireland and is a descendant of the 
Irish king Brian Boru. Wendy is a niece 
of Sir Richard Warren, the great English 
surgeon. Cosmo Hamilton, the novelist, is 
an uncle by marriage. Sir James Barrie is 
her godfather, hence, her professional name. 
“Barrie.” The family is distinguished, and 
the girl, madcap though she is, has puh- 
lenty of class. 

Robert Sherwood told her she speaks the 
most perfect English he has ever heard. 


The piquant 
profile of 
Wendy. 
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Wendy Barrie Is A Glori- 
ous Madcap, And A Welcome 


Newcomer To Pictures. 


She has no accent, either British or 
American, no learned affectations of any 
kind in her speech. Her diction is a delight to those who know 
how the King’s English ought to be spoken, even though they 
cannot speak it themselves. And she can sling our slang as fast 
as a popular high school girl. 
Wendy. has been a motion picture actress for over two years. 
She has played in half a dozen English films, including the 
memorable “Private Life of Henry VIII,” in which, you 
will remember, she was Jane Seymour, the favorite wife 
of that burly monarch. She has played increasingly 
important roles in four American productions—‘‘It’s 
a Small World,” “College Scandal,” “The Big 
Broadcast of 1936,’ and “A Feather in Her 
Hat.” But in spite of her success in the acting 
profession, of her mad adventures and esca- 
pades in a dozen countries; in spite of the 
fact that she has been around the world six 
times and has lived pretty much on her 
own, there is nothing worldly-wise and 
hardened about her, and she has all the 
freshness and youthful ardor of a young 
girl going to her first party. And it is 
precisely this quality of hers that “gets” 
her interviewers, [Continued on page 68] 


The much 
traveled 
Wendy has 
settled en- 


thusiastically 
in Holly- 


wey a 
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Even The Most Experienced 
Men In Hollywood Can Not 
Tell Beforehand Which Part 


Will Prove 


A Star-Maker 


Parts Make Stars—ah, but which parts? 


"T basa a saying in Hollywood .. . 


Here is the one real mystery of 


Hollywood. 

Producers, directors, 
writers, supervisors—all 
experienced, highly-paid 
men—are unable, strange 
as it seems, to forecast 
correctly whether a part 
will click with the pub- 
lic or not. If these ex- 
perts, without exception, 
cannot judge with any 
degree of certainty if a 
role will prove tremen- 
dous, mediocre or a dis- 
mal flop, how then can 
the actor calculate its 
worth? 

Luck still weighs the 
scales in Hollywood .. . 
the progress of a career 
is wilfully determined by 
the chance breezes of 
good fortune. Parts 
Make Stars—and, may 
we add in amplification, 
lack of parts unmake 
stars, as well. 

A shining example 
stressing the verity of 
the Hollywood saying 
may be found in the 
oft-repeated case of 
Janet Gaynor, which 
serves admirably to il- 
lustrate the current dis- 
cussion. 

Prior to “Seventh 
Heaven,” Janet had 
struggled a number of 
years for recognition— 
first as extra, then bit 
player, then leading lady 
in two-reel westerns and 
finally as a featured ac- 
tress at a major studio. 
Despite the fact that 
she was no stranger to 
screen audiences, she 
failed to attract any 
particular attention. 

Then Fox selected her 
for the role of Diane in 
“Seventh Heaven,” be- 
cause she seemed to be 
the “type.” 

Overnight Janet sky- 
rocketed to a fame few 
others had attained be- 
fore her. When the 
picture started, no one 
had suspected that the 
film would achieve its 
great mark of distinc- 
tion. In fact there 
were some who advised 
against producing it. 
The leading role, they 
said, would be just an- 
other gutter-snipe char- 
acterization. 

But Diane turned into 
one of the most mem- 
orable parts ever filmed, 
and little Janet, with 
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Charles Boyer. He failed 
once because of a poor 
part. Now he is ex- 
tremely successful and 
very much in demand. 


Jane Withers, a clever 

little actress and a lucky 

one. ‘Paddy O’Day’’ is 
her next. 


Scene from the old si- 
lent ‘tSeventh Heaven,” 
which was so lucky 
for Janet Gaynor and 
Charles Farrell. 
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Chance Throws The Dice and Many 
A Laurel Wreath Is Snatched From 
Eager Hands By A Whim Of Fate. 


How 
MucuH OF | 


several years acting 
experience under her 
tiny belt, suddenly 
found herself the most 
talked-of personality 
in Hollywood. Luck? 
The part would have 
made any actress, had 
she been suited to the 
role. But, in scenario 
form, neither story nor 
role had looked par- 
ticularly impressive. 

When Fox put 
“Stand Up and Cheer” 
into production, great 
things were expected 
of this picture. The 
film would be one of 
the wows of the sea- 
son, executives felt, 
and in consequence 
planned a mammoth 
exploitation campaign. 
It couldn’t miss. 

But it did... in 
all but one respect. 
This single exception 
to the inferiority of 
the film lay in the in- 
troduction of a cute 
bundle of sweetness 
who developed into 
the most popular star 
of the screen—Miss 
Shirley Temple. 

In a small part, 
Shirley merely played 
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a little girl who did a song and dance. 
Nobody thought very much about her until 
the picture was released, and then the 
studio realized a fortune lay in its lap. 
She scored as sensationally as did Mae West 
in her first brief appearance, in “Night 
After Night.” 

Shirley had been on the screen for sev- 
eral years, so her amazing personality and 
ability weren’t alone responsible for her 
success in this film. They helped, of course 
—but if it hadwt been for the part Shirley 
now might still be among the unknowns. 

Mention of Shirley immediately brings 
to mind another young lady—Jane Withers. 
She was “discovered” in one of Little Miss 
Temple’s pictures . . . and once again we 
have an excellent instance of the part mak- 
ing the star. 

Seen as The Brat in “Bright Eyes,” she 
wrapped up all honors for the film and 
tucked them into her pocket. She stood 
out like a sore thumb and had things her 
own way. But do you think the studio 
planned this? Not by seventeen jugfulls 
and three slices of salami. Had the powers- 
that-be known in advance what they 
learned after, the production reached the 
public, Jane’s part would have been cut 
to a minimum. General opinion had it 
that it would be a very swell part for 
Shirley, without any particular considera- 
tion being accorded Jane’s role. Imagine 
their surprise when it turned out to be a 
very poor role for Shirley and a star-mak- 
ing part for Jane. 

Years ago, Peter Lorre made himself the 
most hated man in Europe through his 
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Victor McLaglen and 

Margot Grahame in ‘The 

Informer.” A lucky break 
for Vic. 


magnificent portrayal of the child-murderer 
in the German production “M.’ Some 
months ago, the Hungarian actor arrived 
in Hollywood under contract to Columbia, 
and for his American debut the studio 
loaned him to Metro-Goldwyn for the star- 
ring role in “Mad Love.” 

A perusal of the script convinced him, 
along with studio executives, that the part 
would definitely establish him as an im- 
portant figure on the American screen. 
Instead, upon the picture’s completion, it 
was found to be a thoroughly disappoint- 
ing characterization—not through any fault 
of his but because of the nature of the 
story. Had either Lorre or the studio an- 
ticipated the outcome beforehand, the 
actor most certainly would not have un- 
dertaken so gruesome a role. 

Stepping into the rdle Myrna Loy had 
rejected, Luise Rainer distinguished herself 
in one of the finest film portraitures of the 
season in “Escapade.” She seemed tailored 
for the part. ; 

Miss Loy had refused to do the picture 
because she didn’t believe herself suitable 
for the role. Therefore, with some misgiv- 
ings, the studio cast its new German im- 
port, Luise Rainer, who never had been 
in front of a camera before, as the sad-eyed 
heroine. 

Her performance may be described as 
little less than brilliant. She reached out 
and touched the heart of every spectator. 
Her future was assured. 

There’s Fred MacMurray. Looking for 
new faces, Paramount elected him Claudette 
Colbert’s leading man in “The Gilded 
Lily.” And immediately he clicked like 
a house afire. 

Once before, the young actor had tried 
his luck on the screen, with no success 
whatever. A single part elevated him to 
the front ranks of leading manhood, with 
every feminine star on the lot clamoring 
for his services in her next picture. 

Often, great success is totally unexpected. 

During the filming of “It Happened One 
Night,’ neither Claudette Colbert nor 
Claik Gable believed the film would 
amount to any great shakes. If the truth 
were known, they thought it rather a sillv 
program picture. But they were under the 
magic of Director Frank Capra and tried 
their best to please him. 

No one, then, was any more astonished 
than these two when the picture proceeded 
to break records everywhere. 

Lady Luck is a strange companion. Fre- 
quently, she dictates that a player be cast 
in a smash part for his initial screen ap- 
pearance, while again she decrees that his 
debut be shrouded in unimportance. 
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Henry Fonda, for instance, created a sen- 


sation opposite Janet Gaynor in “The 
Farmer ‘Takes a Wife.” 
Eleanor Powell soared to spectacular 


heights in “Broadway Melody of 1936.” 
Henry Wilcoxon carved an easy path to 
stardom for his interpretation of Marc 
Antony in “Cleopatra.” 
Nelson Eddy sang his way into every 
fan’s heart in “Naughty Marietta.” 


Luise Rainer happened 
along just in time to 
catch the part Myrna 


Loy didn’t like. 
her over. 


It put 


Freddie Bartholomew endeared himself 
to the nation in “David Copperfield.” 

Margo evoked the attention of every 
drama- ‘loving soul in “Crime Without Pas- 
sion.’ : 

Margaret Sullavan established herself as 
one of the screen’s most gifted artists in 
“Only Yesterday.” 

Katharine Hepburn caused everyone to 
shout from the housetops her work in “Bill 
of Divorcement.” 

Just as easily the pendulum might have 
swung in the other direction. In_ less 
auspicious parts not one of these stars 
might have caught the public fancy. Parts 
Make Stars... . 

On the other hand, Madeleine Carroll, it 
was felt, would out-Garbo Garbo in her 
first American film, “The World Moves 
On.” A glamorous star in England, she 
failed to show to advantage. The part 
lacked both color and interest. 

Anna Sten was hailed 
as the new dramatic sen- 
sation of the screen. In 
Europe, she had enjoyed 
maximum popularity. 
“Nana,” which intro- 
duced her to American 
audiences, did little for 
her. 

Three more foreign im- 
portations, Mady Chris- 
tians, Charles Boyer and 
Trancis Lederer, likewise 


Madeleine Carroll has 

clicked again in ‘The 

39 Steps.” After being 

a hit as “The Spy,” she 

ran into an unlucky 

part and had to start 
all over. 


failed to impress in parts that their 
studios guaranteed would be the mak- 
ing of this trio. “Wicked Woman” 
offered Miss Christians no opportunity 


' whatever except a drab characterization; 


“Caravan” proved an unhappy choice in 
which to present Boyer; and “Man of Two 
Worlds” did not allow Lederer to show the 
talents that undoubtedly were his. 

Parts also UNmake Stars. Fortunately, 
Miss Carroll now has really clicked again 
in the British “39 Steps,” and Boyer and 
Lederer have since acquitted themselves as 
splendid actors. 

Still another angle presents 

[Continued on page 62] 
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rest of the world, nothing seems to bring 
people more closely together than the 
misfortune of sickness. 

In the mending of broken and bruised 
bodies petty quarrels are forgotten, harsh 
words washed away with good wishes and 
love substituted for the malice that’s such a 
sore spot on the heart of human relation- 
ships. 

Here is a typical scene in a Hollywood 
hospital. It is a waiting room off the main 
corridor. A great director, who is a czar on 
the set when he directs super-spectacles for 
the screen, sits next to a little extra girl. 
On the lot she would never have dared speak 
to this king. In sorrow they become related. 
Both sit with anxious eyes waiting for a 
nurse to come through the door with news. 
She nervously fingers the pages of a book 
she thought she could force herself to read; 
he twists the hat in his hands with con- 
cerned apprehension. She has come to see 
her room-mate; another extra girl, who is 
ill, not with bodily pain but with the mental 
struggle to survive in Hollywood. He is 
visiting a featured actress who plays a role 
in his latest picture. Only a week before he 
was shouting directions to her on a busy set, 
humiliating her for a poor performance in 
the presence of the whole cast. Now he 
comes as a friend, with bouquets of 
flowers, to redeem himself. 

No: dressing rooms can tell the stories 
that take place off these corridors that 
lead into sick rooms. Happiness and 
tragedy are welded into a word that 
spells Life. A great movie star gives 
birth to a new soul and fulfills her 
womanhood not with movie make-be- 
lieve, but with reality. In the next 
room a great celebrity passes over the 
great divide and another career comes 
to a close. In this room Norma Shearer 
had one of her babies. Across the hall 
Belle Bennett died of an incurable 
cancer. In number 206 Clark Gable 
recuperated from an operation. Down 
in the nurses’ quarters they still laugh 
about the time they had getting him 
into a flannel nightgown cut off at the 
knees, to take him into Surgery! 

Every day unexpected dramas write 
themselves; delightful comedies, too. 
The repertoire is endless. The num- 
bered rooms a living book of short 
stories. 

One day Jackie Coogan is brought in, 
cut and bruised from a horrible auto- 
mobile accident; his father having died 
in his sight only a few hours before. 
An ambulance from Universal City 
comes speeding madly into the hospital 
grounds. Charles Bickford, clawed un- 
mercifully by a lion while enacting a 
scene from “East of Java,” is rushed to 
the nearest operating room. A disas- 


ik HOLLYWOOD, as in Paducah and the 
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David Holt played a pa- 
thetic hospital scene in ‘*The 
Big Broadcast,” just before 
he was really taken sick. 


Devul Was Sick The Dewl A 
Saint Would Be, But When The Devil Was 
Well The Devil A Saimt Was He. 


Bickford in a Holly- 
wood hospital after his 
terrible experience. 


trous airplane crash occurs on the way 
to an Annapolis location taking a toll 
of lives among the technicians, and a 
few weeks later, Richard Wallace, the 
director, in convalescence, recalls over 
and over again, to the minutest detail, 
a scene of horror he could never do 
justice to on the screen. Just as lovely 
Gertrude Michael stands on the verge 
of stardom a bad motor crash puts her 
in the hospital. 

“I never really knew how many 
friends I have in Hollywood until fate 
put me flat on my back,” she confessed 
from her white hospital bed, where she 
is rapidly recovering from a broken leg. 

“Look at these wires,” she said, wav- 
ing a batch of telegrams above her 
head. “Why even on the most glorious 
opening night on Broadway I never got 
so much attention. And look at the 
flowers! Half the time I think I’ve 
been moved into a florist shop. You 
know, it’s fun being laid up like this. 
One gets to know where one stands with 
the world.” 

She dug her hands into the thicket 
of paper messages as if they offered 
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During the jungle scene 
in “East of Java” the lion 
seized Charles Bickford by 
the throat, severely in- 
juring him. 


some immediate cure, and let them linger 
among the thousands of kind words showered 
upon her by friends and co-workers who were 
almost strangers. Her spirit showed no signs 
of distress, but seemed to glow with a new- 
found happiness born of the knowledge that 
Hollywood is not so cruel and busy that it can- 
not stop to think of its sick. 

On the little table by her bed was a stack 
of manuscripts, sent by the studio for her to 
read as a prospective “next picture’—a new 
rdle—when she is on her feet again and ready 
to face the cameras. 

“I guess being under contract to a studio is 
like being a member of a large family,” she commented sadly. 
“They get so used to you that after a while you’re just taken 
for granted. Then something happens; an accident, illness—any- 
thing desperate you want to mention, and suddenly you assume 
a new importance. ‘The very possibility of disaster gives new 
valuation, new respect. It’s a shame to admit, but true—some- 
times you almost have to die to be noticed.” 

During the past year she has played a series of ‘family réles” 
for Paramount, as she terms them; inconsequential parts of no 
great importance. Suddenly she is the stricken child, and is being 
given not only ice cream cones and lollypops to hurry up and 
get well, but the very best room in the house too. Not in months 
has the studio sent her such grand parts to read as have come 
to her bed at the hospital. All she has to do now is recover 
quickly, and be as welcome back as sister Susie just home from 
the hospital after a bad case of mumps. 

“Actors are the bravest patients in the world,” one of the hos- 
pital nurses said to me, referring of course to Miss Michael’s case 
among others. “Pain seems to affect them differently than people 
from any other walk of life. They seem to have the happy faculty 
of dramatizing their illnesses so that even in a hospital bed they 
are still playing a role. They never permit death and sickness to 
become real. I've seen magical survivals in this hospital every 
week; miracles really. That is why I am convinced,” she said 
with positive affirmation, “that actors, particularly movie actors, 
have the proverbial nine lives of a cat.” 

The rule holds good not only with grown-ups, but with child 
actors as well. For instance, she pointed proudly to little David 
Holt as the latest example of Hollywood courage. ‘The entire 
cinema capitol] has been shaken by the news of little David’s case 
of infantile paralysis. Inquiries have poured into the hospital, 
where he lies a victim of the dread disease, not by the dozens but 
by the hundreds. David is suddenly everybody’s little boy. While 
those about him wear grave faces and speak in hushed tones, 
David reads his pile of telegrams and letters with perhaps more 
ecstasy than he read his fan mail at the studio. These hit closer 
to home, nearer to his boy heart. These aren’t words simply in 
praise of a performance, some fictitious little boy whom he pre- 
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Anecdotes Of The Stars Told By The 
Nurses In A Hollywood Hospital. 


By 


Ramon Romero 


Gertrude Michael, who was 
injured in an auto smash, is 
now up and around again. 


tended to be in a picture—these are messages for him, bulging 
with sincerity and anxiety and love; bringing him so close to the 
invisible army of friends he can almost reach out and touch them. 

Little did David realize a few short months ago, when he was 
working in the dramatic hospital sequence of ‘““The Big Broadcast 
of 1936,” that he would soon be in a-real hospital; the chief 
protagonist of a situation more dramatic than the one he had 
portrayed in the movies. There is such a vast margin of differ- 
ence between a crisis in a play and a crisis in real life. On the 
set the director yells “Cut!” and the scene comes to an end, like 
a bad dream—but when the greater director who wields his 
megaphone over Life, yells ““Cut!’—it’s all over. Finished. As 
final as the tomb. Little David knows that difference now. 

But David is going to get well. The doctors promise that. He 
will play in the movies again, too. Perhaps it will be a little 
while—but not too long. It could not [Continwed on page 60] 
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GIVE YOUR CHILDREN 4 


es YOU are going to have 
a Shirley Temple party, 
see the January issue of 
Silver Screen, which gives 
full particulars of how you 
can get a personal greeting 
from Shirley, to arrive in 
time for your party. 


RS. TEMPLE and I 
MI were discussing 
2 Shirley and Christ- 


mas over the luncheon 
table, just the other day, 
and I suddenly became so 
excited over the prospects 
of wrapping and unwrap- 
ping lovely mysterious pack- 
ages in crinkly tissue paper 
and big red bows that I be- 
gan to glow like a Christmas 
candle. 

For eleven months during 
the year I growl and grouch 
like an old crank, but comes 
December and the first 
whiff of Santa’s hoary locks 
and I become as sweet and 
sticky as a gumdrop. Chil- 
dren have the edge on us 
adults when it comes to 
Christmas, as well they 
should, and I soon found 
myself deeply engrossed in 
Mrs. Temple’s plans for a 
Christmas party for Shirley. 

Little Miss ‘Temple took 
no part in the conversation, 
even though the magic word 
of Santa Claus was sprinkled 
liberally here and there, for 
Shirley just then was living in 
another world. She had taken 
the zennias from the bow] in the 
center of the table and had stood 
them on their heads, with their 
little short stems sticking up, 
and had made a most enchant- 
ing fairy forest. 

There was a throne for the 
queen, made out of a napkin 
covered with petals, and Shirley 
knew that just as soon as all the 
noisy grown-ups left the restau- 
rant, the shy little queen and her 
fairies and gnomes would dis- 
cover the fairy forest that Shirley 
Temple had made for them and would romp there all 
afternoon. Yes indeed, with her little face cupped in 
her two chubby hands, Shirley was planning games for 
the gnomes to play. And sure enough, right there be- 
hind the salt shaker a little brown man in a peaked 
cap was winking at her as if to say, “Thanks Shirley. 
Just wait until the grown-ups leave.” 

Shirley believes absolutely in fairies and gnomes and 
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Shirley, the cutest little 
actress in the world, 
with the cake that her 
mother made for her 
party. Shirley calls it 
“Curly Top Cake” be- 
cause of the ornamen- 
tal icing. 


Here Are The De- 
tals Of The Party 
That Mrs. Temple 
Is Planning For Her 
Daughter. 


By 
Elizabeth Wilso: 


loves to prowl around look- 
ing for them in her garden 
both at home and at the 
studio. She is very quiet 
about it and does not want 
to be disturbed when on the 
scent of the brownies and 
gnomes and “little people.” 
In fact, she never discusses 
them with anyone, 
it’s all a great big 
grand secret. She 
can always tell 
when the fairies 
come to visit her 
dressing room dur- 
ing the night. 


They, too, are 
looking forward 
te Christmas. 

In regard to 
Christmas in the home, Mrs. 
Temple believes that Christ- 
mas never should be “just 
Santa Claus.” She always tries 
to keep the spiritual values 
uppermost in her home and 
feels that such attributes of 
character as patience, toler- 
ance, courage, kindness and 
a sense of security contribute 
more to a child’s lasting hap- 
piness than the doll or skates 
she might wish for. 

“The best gifts are the gifts of the spirit,’ Mrs. 
Temple told me. “And the Christmas message of 
peace and good will right here on earth—not on some 
remote continent—is still the hope of all Christian 
people. And the finest thing we can do for our 
children’s spiritual welfare is for those of us who 
are parents to do our best to make this hope a 
reality in our own homes—not only during the holi- 
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HIRLEY TEMPLE XMAS PAR | 


The Kids All Over The Country 
Will All Have This Gay But 


Inexpenswe Party. 


Snow men made with 
toothpicks and wmarsh- 
mallows by Shirley her- 
day season, but self. She also made the 


throughout the PEGE outior Peper 
year's calendar.” with the floral design 


Became oF Gare in colored crayons. 
ley’s love for the 
little gnomes and 
fairies, Mrs. Temple plans to have the invita- 
tion to Shirley’s party read: 
“We're going to have a party soon 

Because the Christmas fairy 
Is coming here—won’t you come too 

And help us all make merry?” 
And, of course, down in the corner will be the address of 
the Temple home in Santa Monica and the time and the 
date. Shirley’s little friends, mostly the neighborhood kids, 
will all be invited. 

The children will arrive around noon and immediately a 
party luncheon will be served them on a long table out in the 
patio (that’s California for you—a patio Christmas with no 
more snow than a hen has teeth). After the luncheon they 
will play games all afternoon. Following is the menu that 
Mrs. Temple has decided upon for Shirley’s Christmas party, 
and she has very kindly given me the recipes which I now 
pass on to you. Shirley isn’t given cake very often, but on 
an Occasion such as a Christmas party she is permitted a 
good slice of the Curly Top Cake. Um-um, wish I had a 
slice right this minute. Won’t some nice little gnome oblige? 


Menu for the Shirley Temple Christmas Party 
Candied Apples Scrambled Eggs 
Peanut and Jelly Sandwiches 
Hot Cocoa Topped with Whipped Cream 
Curly Top Cake and Ice Cream Red and White Candies 


Candied Apples “Let’s you and me have a 


Wash and core one fine large apple for each person to be party just exactly alike.” 
served. Peel a rim at the top. Shirley invites every kid 

Set apples in a buttered baking dish and fill the cores in the world to have a 
with sugar. Top with one-half [Continued on next page] Christmas celebration. 
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teaspoonful butter and a sprinkle of 
ground cinnamon on each apple. 

Bake for an hour at 375 degrees—a mod- 
erate oven. 

Make a syrup by boiling together one 
package (about one cupful) red cinnamon 
drops and three-quarters of a cupful of 
water to 232 degrees—or until it drips from 
a spoon. 

Dribble the red syrup over the baked 
apples and cool slightly before serving. 

Serve in large saucers with cream, or half 
milk and cream as you like. 


Peanut and Jelly Sandwiches 
Into a mixing bowl put one-quarter of a 
cupful of butter, one-quarter of a cupful 
of peanut butter and one-half a cupful of 
red jelly. Stir till blended and spread gen- 
erously on whole wheat bread. 
Remove crusts and cut into triangles. 


Cocoa 

For each cupful to be served use one 
and one-half teaspoonfuls of cocoa, two 
teaspoonfuls sugar, three-quarters of a cup- 
ful of milk and one-quarter of a cupful of 
hot water. All measurements are exactly 
level as usual. 

Put the milk in the top of a double 
boiler to heat. Put other ingredients into 
a bowl and stir gently till smooth. 

When milk is just to a boiling point add 
the cocoa mixture and cook for five min- 
utes. 

Whip the cream in a mixing bowl, allow- 
ing one cupful (measured before whipping) 
for eight to ten servings. Pour the cocoa 
into a pitcher for serving or dip from the 
boiler with a soup ladle, as you prefer. 


Curly Top Cake 
(Plain sponge cake with “Curly Top” 


Icing) 
3 eggs 1 cup flour 
1 cup sugar 1 teaspoonful bak- 
Ym cup milk ing powder 
2 tablespoonfuls 1 teaspoonful va- 


melted butter nilla 
Ym teaspoonful salt 


Wide World 


The above recipe will serve six children. 

Beat the eggs well, add the sugar slowly; 
add the vanilla; heat the milk; add melted 
butter and beat into the sugar and egg; 
mix the dry ingredients and add slowly, 
beating all the time. 

Icing 

2 whites of eggs 1 teaspoonful of va- 

2 cups of sugar nilla 
Y% cup milk 


Boil the sugar and milk until it spins 
a thread; beat egg whites stiff; add boil- 
ing mixture, slowly beating all the time 
until thick; add vanilla. Ice the cake so 
that it will look like curls. (There is a 
special kitchen gadget for this.) 


It was while she was making “Curly 
Top” that Shirley was invited to a chil- 
dren’s party and immediately noticed that 
the icing was put on in curly-cues. Ever 
since then she has called it “Curly Top 
Cake.” Of course, pure vanilla ice cream 
will be the best for the children, but at 
Shirley’s party there will very likely be 
ice cream sundaes, which is one of Shir- 
ley’s favorte dishes, and which she calls 
“ice cream with gravy on it.” 

Well, so much for the menu. The table 
will be decorated with the utmost simplic- 
ity, but at the same time delightfully 
thrilling to the children. The winter 
theme is to be used at the table and it 
will be centered with a Santa Claus sur- 
rounded with marshmallow snow men. 
There will be cotton snowballs, liberally 
sprinkled with silverdust, at each place, 
also a gay popcorn ball, and a little paper 
basket to hold red and white candies and 
nuts. Shirley makes ‘these little paper bas- 
kets and marshmallow~ snowmen herself 
and you can just imagine how much fun 
she will have making them for her party. 

To make a paper basket for the candies 
and nuts, Shirley takes a sheet of paper— 
Shirley likes to use ordinary typewriter 
paper—splits the four corners about an 
inch and a half on one side only. Then 
she folds the sides toward the center of 
the sheet of paper for the width of the 


Joel McCrea and Frances Dee, his wife, with 
Mr. and Mrs. Edward G. Robinson, attend the 
pteview of ‘Barbary Coast” in Hollywood. 
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Wide World 
Grace Bradley and Frances 
Drake are fascinated by Sir 
Guy Standing’s magic brush. 
He is a real artist. 


split—an inch and a half. This provides 
the side of the basket. Then she dovetails 
the corners and pastes them in place. Shir- 
ley stops at this stage of the process and 
with her crayons decorates the sides with 
floral designs (one of her special delights 
is drawing flowers). After that is done to 
her satisfaction she cuts a strip of paper 
about a half-inch wide, decorates it, and 
then pastes the ends to the opposite sides 
of the basket to form a handle. 

When she goes to make the snowmen 
she uses nine marshmallows for each man, 
three cloves to make his face, and then 
she takes toothpicks to stick him together 
and make him stand up. 

Besides the cluster of snowmen in the 
center of the table there will be four of 
them facing each side of the table. Sprigs 
of red berries, holly or any kind of Christ- 
mas greenery will be used to good effect 
through the center of the table, leading 
in the four directions from the snowmen. 
Mrs. Temple will festoon large bows of 
red crepe paper around the four corners 
of the table. And, of course, sparkling 
silverdust will be spread enticingly over 
the table cloth and the cotton snow. 

Ever since Shirley had so much fun sing- 
ing “Animal Crackers in My Soup” she 
has had a great fondness for animal crack- 
ers, so Mrs. Temple has thought up a 
combination of animal cracker and candy 
which she will surprise Shirley with at the 
party. The “coated animals” will also be 
found in Shirley’s little home-made baskets 
on the table. 


Coated Animals 


Dip animal crackers into melted sweet 
chocolate and into colored icings. The 
bear coated with white and rolled in cocoa- 
nut, the lion in chocolate, the zebra in 
white and chocolate stripes, etc. Use small 
silver and colored candies for the eyes. Lay 
finished candies on oiled paper and chill 
in the refrigerator. 

All kids will get a kick out of these ani- 
mal crackers. ‘They'll propably all start 
singing “Animal Crackers in My Soup.” 

[Continued on page 56] 
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Screen Fans Soon 


Will Hear The 
Glorious Voice Of 
Lily Pons. 


By 


Lenore Samuels 


Lily sings her fa- 
mous Bell Song 
from ‘Lakme’? 
in her first pic- 
ture. 


HEN, in the years to come, they 

ask me “Did yow ever hear Lily 

Pons?” I shall tell them that I not 
only heard Lily Pons sing her famous Bell 
Song from “Lakme” at the Metropolitan, 
I not only listened entranced to her ex- 
traordinary high E’s and high F’s on the 
radio, but I also had the rare privilege of 
meeting her in person. 

And Lily, I shall tell them, was that 
unique phenomenon in the operatic world 
—a slim and lovely prima donna diam- 
etrically opposite from the massive ladies 
with huge chest expansions with whom, in 
the past, we have associated this most fas- 
cinating of the musical arts. 

She had only recently returned from 
Hollywood, where she had made her first 
motion picture, “I Dream Too Much,” so 
naturally our conversation turned to pic- 
tures. 

Said Lily enthusiastically: “Oh, I love 
that Hollywood. The people—they are so 
nice. Not too serious. ‘They like to laugh. 
Yet they work so hard. I—I have a beauti- 
ful house there. Oh, so lovely. And a 
swimming pool. But, swim? No. I had 
no time. My friends, they use my pool. 
T—never. True, I pose beside it. For the 
still pictures, you know? But I don’t swim. 
And I go only to two parties. Just two. 
Every morning I get up at six. I am at 
the studio at six-thirty getting made up. 
At seven I am working. For three months 
this goes on.” 

“Did you find the new medium of acting 
in front of a camera trying?” I asked when 
she paused for breath. 

“At first,” Lily admitted, with a sorry 
shake of her head. “The first two days I 
am terrified. I have not—what you call 
confidence in myself. I am afraid that my 
features will not screen right. I am afraid 
of my expression. I am afraid I will look 
self-conscious. Oh, I am simply afraid of 
everything. So I refuse positively to look 
at the daily rushes. I am sure they will 
be bad and then I will not have the cour- 
age to continue. 

“After the second day, Mr. Cromwell— 
he was my director—said: ‘Lily, you must 
look at the rushes. They will tell you 
what is wrong. Then you will correct your 
errors. That will give you confidence in 
yourself. I know it will.’ So I look at 
the rushes and J am very much surprised. 
It seems that I am at home on the screen. 
After that I am no longer nervous.” 
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I asked if it upset her 
emotionally to sing one 
aria over and over again 
for the recording machine, 
as I heard she had to do 
in Hollywood. 

Lily looked serious. “It 
has to be just right on the 
screen,” she said. “And so 
we work until it is right. 
Twenty, thirty times, it 
makes no difference. We 
work until we get the 
proper pitch and tone. The Bot. a 
recording machine, you see, 
has not been absolutely perfected yet. It 
is still not sensitized fine enough for my 
high E’s and high F's. That is why I! 
brought Alberti—he is my maestro—with 
me to Hollywood. Every time I sing he 
goes into the sound booth and listens. 
And Mr. Kostelanetz—he directed my op- 
eratic sequences in the picture—goes with 
him. Alberti knows my voice so well he 
can detect the slightest flaw. So with both 
of them watching so carefully all the time, 
I am certain that when they say “Good” 


I have recorded perfectly. I am not so 
sure of my other scenes, though. Maybe 
the fans will not like my acting. But I 


hope so. I had such a good time working 
on this picture, I want to make another. 

“T sing a jazzy song in this picture, too,” 
she informed me with obvious relish. 
“And I do a hot dance,” she continued 
with a snappy, come-hither look in her 


In “I Dream Too 

Much”? Lily Pons, 

supported by Henry 

Fonda, sparkles with 

the true vivacity of 
the French. 


enormous dark eyes. “And 
people, they like that. They 
want to laugh. Nop” 

“You didn’t mind sing- 
ing a jazz song?” 

“Why I liked that song best of all,” cried 
Lily, her eyes twinkling at my amazement. 
“It’s called, ‘I Got Love.’ You wait and 
see. It’s good stuff!” 

This, then, my fans, is the Lily Pons I 
will describe in the years to come. This 
French Lily of the golden voice, whose 
mind is as uncluttered as the charming 
room which was her background ; 
Who, at sixteen, did not know even that 
she had a voice, and was training herself 
to be an accomplished pianist Who 
met and married a certain August Mesritz 
during her seventeenth year, for which 
event the public be thanked. For it was 
this husband of hers who one day heard 
her sing a simple song. “You have a 
voice,” said he. “Oh, no,” said Lily naively, 
“T play the piano.” 

But August Mesritz, who was a music 

[Continued on page 69] 
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The geedles! till in soun 


THE MIGHTY VOICE 
OF TIBBETT! 


He stirs you as never before in this great picture, 
revealing the glamour and glory . . . comedy and 
caprice . . . rivalries and loves . . . behind the cur- 
tain of the world’s most spectacular opera house! | 


VIRGINIA BRUCE ° 


ALICE BRADY 
CESAR ROMERO 
THURSTON HALL 


- | 
~ DARRYL F. ZANUCK 
20th CENTURY PRODUCTION 

Presented by Joseph M. Schenck 


Directed by Richard Boleslawski 


HEAR THE GREAT TIBBETT SING: 


Pagliacci - The Road to Mandalay 
pis The Toreador Song from Carmen 
IE OX 4 The Barber of Seville - Faust 


SOME CHRISTMAS CARDS 
| a if the Stars Might Send 


me <5 


Tea The Season Is Here—T he Sentiment 
yy Is True. Merry Christmas! 
Christmas gay and : 


a New Year “bonnie ge Pris, 
Tor everyone ~—— ao, ey. 
oup loving . RG ‘ 
(ro, 4 Ronnie f. wr 
oh : - ¥ = J 
-—— Christmas the, hope your 
> as nicest yet — Christmas joy 


@ heres a kiss ~ comes early -~ 
our friend , (Ned 


Ce dont forget 


(GREETINGS 


May Tate smile 
upon all lovers 
true The Stars Send 


Wiis is the wish of ah 
Gene Raymond for 
POUL 


Cards By T he Hun- 
dreds, But Each 
Wish Is Sincere. 


HE MONKEY 


The Jungles Are | 
Full of Hollywood 
Actors! 


Some 
jungle 
characters 
even in- 
vade Hol- 
lywood. 


Johnny Weissmuller 
(in center) and 
Maureen O'Sullivan, 
in "Tarzan Escapes," 
being coached by a 

native. 


Victor Jory, Stanley 
Andrews and Nor- 
man Foster in "Song 


Of The Damned." 


ARE KICKING! 


i@ ISN’T the Darwin theory that is causing 
fits among the survivals of the fittest. Nor is 
it Frank Buck’s one way excursions that causes 
the simians to simmer and burn. It’s the fact 
that the jungles, which formerly echoed so sooth- 
ingly to the cooing of the cuckoo, now are all 
cluttered up with actors. A sensitive monkey 
can hardly be expected to go on just the same 
after he has seen Maureen O'Sullivan. And the 
lady monkeys are chattering shrilly against the 
unfair competition. 

; The new Tarzan picture, “Tarzan Escapes,” 
| will be previewed in the Malay jungle and many 
a proud ape and baboon is looking forward to 
a long tailed contract. 

| 


June Knight, appearing in 
"Broadway Melody of 
1936," and somebody's 
distant cousin. 


~s 


SPMD Ses 


Virginia Weidler and a : Mala and Lotus Long 
tamed bear in “Freckles.” in “Mala.” This pic- 
Since Charles Bickford was ture was directed in 
) attacked these scenes are a South Sea Island 
) often taken by trick photog- jungle by Richard 


raphy—two negatives. Thorpe. 


| 


fee ALL SET 


/ Here Come Pictures — 
1 Wl Barbara Stan- 


» wyck, supported New And Good. 


si by Melvyn 
Douglas and 
Moroni Olsen, 
in “Annie Oak- W HEN the first cool days come the super-pictures bre; 

ley." But after those are exploited, seen, reported a 
released all over the world, the less pretentious, but son 
time more enjoyable, plays come along. Stars hate sp 
tacles, super-pictures and director-pictures. It is in | 
homey, human stories that we often find those never- 
be-forgotten moments of pure delight. United Art’ 
believe that “The Memory Lingers On’} 
sure to be a popular picture, and, from ev; 
studio in Hollywood and across the sea 
well, simple stories, with not a million dj 
lar set in sight are ready for your real ent’ 
tainment. 


Edward Arnold 
and Marian 
Marsh in "Crime 
and Punishment." 


Henry Fonda and Ro- 
chelle Hudson in “Way 


Down East.” 


Carole Lombard and 

Fred MacMurray in 

"Hands Across the 
Table." 


In “Shipmates 
Forever, Ruby 
Keeler and Dick 
Powell are co- 
starred. 


Ginger’ Rogers and 
George Brent in 
“In Person." 


f 

'o make "Ah, Wilderness,'' Director 

(clarence Brown took Eric Linden 

ind Cecilia Parker to Massachu- 

letts—which is carrying a thing al- 
most too far. 


Walter C. Kelly, in "The Vir- 
ginia Judge,’ decides matters 
for Stepin Fetchit and Dudley 
Dickinson. 


ine Hutchinson 
es George Hous- 
: "The Melody 
On," a story of 
| soldier and a 
All these stories 
ts broken by grim 
- not have much 
tld influence. 


Ben Lyon (Good to see you back, 

Ben), Claire Trevor and Ralph Bellamy 

in "Navy Wife," which has nothing to 
‘ do with sailors in every port. 


In "Sylvia Scarlett,” Kath- 
arine Hepburn as a boy, 
and Edmund Gwenn. 


Tom Brown and Carol 

Stone and a chaste 

salute, from ‘'Freck- 
les." 


Helen Vinson, 
Noah Beery and 
Conrad Veidt in 
"King Of The 
Damned.'' Two 
Americans and 
one German play- 
ing in England! 


é 


Olivia de Havilland 


a 


Joan Perry 


SG 
BEAUTIFUL 


1B THE days before the movies the actresses of 
the stage and the opera were supposed to be 
lovely to look at and the sale of opera glasses was 
booming. But a face fifty or one hundred and 
fifty feet away, across the footlights, can never be 
seen in its every last detail. Today the searching 
lenses of the cameras enable us to observe good 
looks to their last curve and dimple. 

The girls of the movies must not only be ac- 
tresses of feeling and strength, but of exquisite 
beauty as well, and the girls have met the test— 


Each One Is Lovelier Than 
The Other—To Someone. 


/ 


seen it and raised it. In fact their beauty and | 
care are a separate and continuous occupation, 

A picture girl can cause factories to work ovei} 
time if she will but use a certain rouge or cream} 
She can influence millions of customers by ; 


nouncing her patronage and she can block trai 


‘with buyers if she shops in person. When he 


personal appearance is such an important pot! 
session, how can one of these pretty girls k 

from getting conceited? They cannot, but the 
do not show it—that’s where the actress comes ii} 


Joan Crawford finished "I! Live My Life’ and came to 

New York to be married—now she's Mrs. Franchot Tone. 

She seemed a little thinner and her blue eyes more 

wonderful than ever. Her new picture is a delightful 

comedy revealing Joan’as a serious actress of extraor- 
dinary talent. 


The Girls Of The Screen Are The 
Prettust Of All Beauties Everywhere. 
They Are The Cream That Rises To 
The T op—Hollywood. 


Rochelle Hudson 


I" % & : 
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Jean Harlow among the hollyhocks. No one can wear a big 

hat quite as effectively as a platinum blonde. Jean is a girl 

who likes to dress up—as what pretty girl does not. Put a big 

hat within reach and Jean knows just the angle to make the 
darn thing utterly and completely ravishing. 


The Busimess Of Womanly Beauty—-Cosmetics, Powder and 
Such—Is One Of The Greatest In America, And The In- 
spring Examples Of The Girls In-The Pictures Keep It So. Anita 


Louise 


“ \ : 
LE 
Pe r : 
at \ * 
i ‘ 7 % 
a 
= : Ginger Rogers, a 

Eleanor Powell, with S ; pe lcipoodeiess 
her hand in a char- Sa ears (9 a) She was at first a 
acteristic pose, as care: Charleston dancer. 


she danced to fame 
in "Broadway Mel- 
ody of 1936.” 


(At right) Fred 
Astaire dancing in 
"Top Hat.’ His 
next is “Follow The 
Fleet." 


A 
or i (Below) Patsy Kelly 
Se & and Ann Dvorak in 
Ps Gis "Thanks A Million.” 


| 


The Popularity Of The Tap 


Dance Is Due To The Fact That 
It Is The Only Dance That Has 


left) Ruby 
| #, who in- 
iced tap 
ing to the 
icreen, 


Sound And Motion. 


a dance routines of pictures are at last worthy 
of the name, and the tap dance has done it. No 
more do we have to gaze with bored eyes as hun- 
dreds of chorus girls form themselves into pin- 


wheels and spare tires and other 
circular formations which the camera 
invariably shoots from the strato- 
sphere. 

The clever tap dancers deserve 
their day. 

Taps is tops. 


The ‘Ball Of Fire’ girls and 
Ray Walker. Musicals are 
lavish and beautiful, and 
nowadays bring us every 
popular song. 


Alice Faye, star of 
"Ball Of Fire.’ Like 
all the others, she 
is from the stage, 
not Hollywood. 


PICTURE 
~ PEOPLI 


W 


HEY are known the world over and thei) 

affairs and their talents, their looks anc| 
their loves are discussed with interest by| 
men and women in every walk of life. 

It is one of the strangest things in th¢| 
world, the similar way that ordinary peopl¢ 
react to plays, stories and personalities 
When a man and his wife and kids ir 
Bangor, Maine, approve of a player (‘She’) 
good,’ they say), another man and hii 
family in Tulsa, Oklahoma, are also certain} 
to like the same player and probably sajj 
the same thing. 

Our nation may differ on politics, but o1| 
the movies we are one. 


Bette Davis is a wonder- 
ful actress, but at her 
best in “hateful” parts. 


Madge Evans and her two pedi- 
greed Scotties. Madge is home 
again after making a picture 


There Is No More Pleas- abroad. 
ng Compliment Than To 
Tell A Person She Re- 


. Ted Healy ‘is th e 
sembles A Movie Star. Hatha infoduced the 


“stooge’ to the screen. 


They Are The Children Of Pubhaty— 
Devotedly Loved By People They Will Never See— 
And Millions Understand Them Better Than They 

, Understand Themselves 


Jackie Cooper grows up, 
but he is still a star— 
“O'Shaughnessy's Boy." 


Chico Marx, of 
the famous trio, 
being nonchalant. 


“Rendezvous,” with Bill 
Powell, will tell secrets 
of war-time spies. 


The only Jimmie 
Cagney, alert and 
active—in fact, spry. 


Robert Montgomery 
is home again, too, 
and ready for work 
in “Piccadilly Jim." 


For a football story, “Fighting Youth,’ June 
Martel, Andy Devine, Charlie Farrell and 
company put in a day at the Los Angeles 
Coliseum. Isn't Andy gaining just a little 
weight? 


It is Gary Cooper, relaxed and genial. His 
marriage is turning out to be a success, his 
acting has improved and ‘Peter Ibbetson," 
his new picture, is a fine work of art. 


~ The brilliant cast of “East Of Java''—Siegfried Rumann, Charles 
Bickford, Leslie Fenton and Elizabeth Young—snooped between 
7 a 2 ; scenes. Soon after this Bickford was nearly killed by-a lion 
Constance Cummings and Sally Eilers. that sprang at him, clamping his -jaws~ upon: Bickford's throat. 


SHOTS 


The Stars Without Their 
Make-Up, Minus Costumes 
And Sans Wigs, Still Reveal 
The Old Charm. Apparent- 
ly It Is “Not Detachable.” 


} ARDLY an actor likes to be photographed just 
as he is when out of character. Not that he 
) is camera shy or that he has anything to hide; it 
) is because he fears that he is uninteresting when 
)| he is just himself and he quakes before the snoop- 
ing photographer, sure that the picture will betray 
him and show him up a glamor-less, uninterest- 
ing person. Let him be reassured. The more 
commonplace and home-folksey he appears, the 
more we like him. Glance at the picture of 
Gary Cooper in his baggy clothes and trusty pipe. 
The very informality of his appearance lets us all 
see the Gary that is underneath every part that he 
plays, the Gary we have liked since the day he 
hung his long legs over the arm of a chair and 
grinned engagingly at us. 


One reason why Clark Gable holds 
his Fro uarity is that he is the husky 
ready-for-anything guy that he ap- 
pears to be. A scene in “Mutiny On 
The Bounty." Clark and a native 
girl going native and shoreward. 


a 


~~ 


Robert Taylor and Betty Fur- 
ness doing some snooping 
themselves on the sidelines of 
"The Magnificent Obsession." 
Taylor's fan mail, some of which 
comes to Sitver SCREEN, con-+ 
clusively proves he has clicked 
in a big way. 


COUNTERACTING | 
the (GANGSTER: 


The George O'Brien Company on location in the "Mother Lode" country, 
sixty-four miles north of Sonora. 


There Is Honor And Manhood  —Seerse_ OBrien 


and one ot me 
tri 
In Every Foot Of Film thoroughbreds 
M making "Thunder 
Mountain." 


HE generation ahead of 

yours read ‘“‘Deadwood 
Dick” and grew up to be re- 
spected. It is the right way to 
raise an American boy, and the 
number of fine western pic- 
tures that are being made will 
help immeasurably to wipe 
out the memory of the gang- 
sters that the pulp magazines 
and newspapers have glorified. 


Warner Baxter in 
“Robin Hood of El 
Dorado." His “west- 
erns" are extremely 
successful. 


| 


GLADYS SWARTHOUT 


Lovely to look at, delightful to see — is Gladys Swarthout, who 
will make you revise the notion that all operatic stars are fair, 
fat and forty. A piquant personality...a charm and grace all her 
own...a voice of molten gold...audiences will take Miss Swarthout 


to their hearts when they see her in Paramount’s colorful ‘‘Rose 
of the Rancho,” in which she is co-starred with John Boles. 


Wury THEY 


WEAR 


EAR MUFFS 
In Hollywood 


apHe Grand Opera Stars are making pictures in Hollywood 
and anyone who can sing is “voicing.” Some of the soloists 
are sO expensive you have to pay for the echo. Lawrence 
Tibbett, Gladys Swarthout, Nelson Eddy, Bing Crosby, Lily 
Pons, Virginia Bruce and many more are releasing chest 
tones, arias and trills. 

What next? 


Ann Sothern and 
Edmund Lowe in 
Columbia's "Grand 
Exit." Ann is a singer, 
too, but there is a_ | 
i right time for every- | 
ie thing. i 


= = Tamara and Frank 
—— =~ Parker singing in 


‘A Edith Fellows. Lily Pons of the "Sweet Surrender.” 


A hit in "She glorious voice. Hel 
Married Her Se 
Boss." 


Jepson, a 
Metropolijian 
Opera diva, now 
making a_ picture. 


Clark Gable and 

his impromptu 

class in the 
M-G-M studio. 


_ that’s 


_ sides. 
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The Three Phases Of Marriuge 
In Hollywood, Cahforna—Pub- 
hety, Advertismg And Propaganda. 


©SSIPS 


Luise Rainer and a left-handed snack. 


Nope, she hasn’t changed her hair yet. 
Lew Ayres, Joan Blondell and Norman 
Foster, also at the party. 


[Continued from page 13] 


to the airport to take a plane for Holly- 
wood they snook up on her unawares and 
took the most awful picture you've ever 
seen of a charming and beautiful movie 
Star. It was published in the morning pa- 
per, and poor Sylvia looked like the “tiger 
murderess” on her way to the noose. And 
what comes of hurting photog- 
raphers’ feelings. 

Now there are things to be said on both 
Sylvia, like dozens of other movie 
Stars, especially Hepburn, Garbo, Colbert 
and Shearer, likes to preserve the glamour 
of the movies and doesn’t like to have pic- 
tures taken of herself unless she is at the 
studio. She thinks those candid camera 
Shots that certain magazines and news- 
Papers glory in are terrible, and quite dis- 
illusioning to the fans. “My face is my for- 


_ tune” is the motto of the Hollywood stars. 


And furthermore, Sylvia, like the rest of 


| them, can’t stand being made to look ridic- 


—— 


ulous. And so the constant battle with 
photographers. 
On the other hand, the poor photog- 


‘Yaphers are only trying to make an honest 
living. 


It’s their job to shoot celebrities, 
and so they make every effort so to do. If 
the star will be sweet and patient and pose 
While they snap their cameras, they usually 
‘give her a break. But naturally if she 
ducks and screams they are going to get as 
bad a picture of her as possible. C’est la 
| guerre! 
; 1—— 1a 
JK] OW that it is all over, and the pains 
are not so acute, Joan Blondell speaks 


occasionally of her recent di- 
vorce from George Barnes. It 
seems that there was one week 
when Joan and George, two 
heartbroken young people, just 
drove around and around continuously try- 
ing to make up their minds what was the 
best thing for them to do. Joan had just 
about decided that divorce was the only 
square and fair thing for both of them, 
and then she suddenly realized that she 
and George hadn’t eaten for three days. 
They stopped at the first restaurant, which 
happened to be a Chinese Chop Suey joint, 
and ordered chow mein, which is a dish 
that the Blondell is very partial to. Of 
course the Chinese waiter brought tea and 
little fortune cakes and Joan nervously broke 
one and pulled the fortune out. “Don't 
do it,” it said, and Joan nearly collapsed. 
The whole thing would have probably 
been called off then and there, but George 
crunched a cake and out of his came, 
“You'll feel much better when it’s over.” 
So Joan and George decided to abide by 
George’s fortune. 
i—1@i—— 
ROM Stockholm comes the news that 
Garbo is busy these days finishing up a 
scenario based on the life of a saint. Her 
fondest dream has been to star in a picture 
with a religious theme, and the studio offer- 
ing her none, she has written her own 
script. 
1—1Q@i—n 
C. FIELDS’ pride and joy is his 
* trailer. But while he was so sick 
at Saboba Springs he had to leave his trailer 
at home. Returning home the other day, 
almost well now, thank goodness, he went 
to call on his trailer first thing and almost 
collapsed when he found that a stray horse 
had managed to break in and had stuffed 


himself on the upholstery of 
the chairs and divans and 
even licked off the paint. 


—1@o—n 


USE Rainer chooses foods by their color 
rather than by their tastes. 


1. u—n 


N HER vacation trip to New York 

Joan Crawford selected her wardrobe 
in part from the models Adrian designed 
for her to wear in her last picture, “I Live 
My Life.” When Joan likes the clothes she 
wears in a picture she usually has Adrian 
copy them for her for her own wardrobe. 
Claudette Colbert is another screen star 
who often takes a fancy to a dress she wears 
in a picture and has it copied for her per- 
sonal use. 


I—1@i——o 


“ AND now,” said Director Van Dyke to 
the hundreds of Indians he had as- 
sembled at Lake Tahoe to do the outdoor 
dance spectacles for ““Rose Marie,” which is 
being made on location, “I want you boys 
to show me one of your own native dances. 
I might be able to use it in the picture.” 
There was a great silence. The Indians 
looked aghast. Finally one brave spoke up, 
“We do Charleston, Black Bottom and 
Rumba. Indian dances—no.” So Metro had 
to send up a dance director to teach the 
Indians the dances of their forefathers. 


u—1@u—a 


EAN PARKER who is appearing in the 

next Robert Donat picture (wasn’t he 
elegant in “g9 Steps’?) is gathering up 
recipes from all the old English Inns in and 
around London. She says she is going in 
for European dinners when she returns to 
Hollywood. 


—©i— 


sANN SOTHERN doesn’t diet any more. 
The blonde star has evolved a method 
worth any number of trick diets to retain 
her lovely figure. The secret is consistency. 
Good consistent exercise and what is more 
important, good consistent food. It is pos- 
sible to eat to her heart’s content if only 
she allows herself a certain amount of exer 
cise every day. The Sothern weight has 
remained within two pounds of a hundred 
and eight for the past six months, she has 
the appetite of a lumberjack, a sparkle in 
the eye, and all the health she can use. 


1—u1@i——w 


ONSIDER the sad case of Louise Beavers, 

and sadly sigh. For years Louise, a 
grand actress if I ever saw one, played bits 
in pictures and worked almost every week. 
Then along came practically a co-starring 
part with Claudette Colbert in “Imitation 
of Life’ and immediately Louise was sky- 
rocketed to fame, and her salary zoomed 
to a new high. But since that picture she 
has worked little or not at all. She gets 
too much money and is too important an 
actress now just to play bits, and there 
are very few roles like the one she had 
in “Imitation of Life.” Sad to say, fame 
isn’t helping Louise Beavers. It’s a pity. 


1—1©i—n 


Wwe Madge Evans was in London she 
took time out to visit the Schiaparelli, 
Molyneux and Jenny openings, and is more 
convinced than ever that she likes Holly- 
wood clothes the best. 


The Stars Have To Live Somewhere, And Sometimes The 
Neighbors Think The Association Is A Doubtful Honor. 


O MATTER how incomprehensible it may seem to you 
the old wheeze of “distance lends enchantment but fam- 
iliarity breeds contempt” is just as true in Hollywood as 

it is in your own home town—that is, if the word annoyance is 
substituted for contempt. If you don’t believe it just read this 
story, which tells of the experiences some of the stars have had 
with their neighbors. 

What a blinding thing glamour is. You may think that if you 
could only live next to Gary Cooper he could do anything he 
liked and it would be all right with you. That’s fine to think 
about, but if you had Gary Cooper’s eagle cage within a hundred 
feet of you I bet you'd get just as tired of the noise they made, 
day after day, as Gary’s neighbors did during the period he had 
them. 

Since I began gathering material for this story I’ve become a 
pessimist. The stars are folks, same as your own next door neigh- 
bor. Their dogs dig up your garden and chase your cats in just 
the same way. They come home late and wake you up when 


they bang the garage doors—and if they don’t do it personally, 


Dick Powell is very gifted, but 
you should hear what his neigh- 
bors would like to give him. 


their chauffeurs do. They sing and bang the typewriter 
and put on the loud speaker to beat the band and it 
annoys you when they do it just as much as if it were the 
John Joneses. Stars, when they are in the heavens—or on 
the screen—sparkle and glitter in a fascinating way but 
when a bit of one falls to earth and we get a first hand 
view of it, why—it looks just like some of the rocks in the 
pasture. 

I suppose you, like thousands of others, have paid or 
would pay five bucks to hear Lawrence Tibbett or Lily 
Pons or Grace Moore at the Metropolitan; but not the 
neighbors of these song birds! They wouldn’t go across 
the road to hear them. They don’t have to. You know 
what Paderewski said, that if he didn’t practice ten hours 


Are 
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bors a bless- 
ing? 
Sally Eilers. 


every day, he would know it the first day he played hooky, his 
manager would know it the second and the world would know 
it the third. Same way with the voice. It has to be kept limber 
and nothing but practicing will do it. So imagine, if you can, 
hearing the powerful baritone of Mr. Tibbett come hurtling 
through the very early morning air, sometimes with the shriek of 
dawn, so that his throat muscles will be flexible for his first 
scene at the studio. Well, he lives in Beverly Hills and there’s a 
goodish yard around his place, but the air is clear out in that - 
climate and voices carry 
without any trouble at all. 

But such is fame. Larry’s 
neighbors hesitated a min- 
ute and then said, just a 
bit too hastily, that they'd 
rather hear Lawrence Tib- 
bett sing scales than most 
anyone else sing arias—and 
I guess they meant it—so 


would I. But not at six thirty A.M. However the 
reply showed that Larry was too much for his 
neighbors; his fame had them stopped. He helped 
me out himself by telling me of a time not so very 
many years ago when he was not the big shot he 
is now. He was often asked to move in those days, 
from rooming houses first, and then apartment 
houses as his budget widened and permitted better 
living quarters. 

A serenade of a different sort greeted the neigh- 
bors of Evelyn Venable and her husband Hal 
Mohr. They live up in the Hollywood Hills, with 
no particularly near neighbors, but they built a 
new fish pond and the day of its opening was a 
proud one in _ their 
lives-for awhile. One 
pleasant moonlight 
night the pond was 
taken over by a family 
of frogs which, at first, 
only added to the de- 
light of the newlyweds. 
But one morning—oh, 
weeks afterwards—Eve- 
lyn said, “Darling, does- 
n’t it seem to you that 
our frog chorus has 
been unusually lusty of 
late?” “Why,” said Hal, 
“I hadn’t noticed par- 
ticularly — say — maybe 
they've been celebrating 
a few christenings.” 

Just then the tele- 
phone rang and as he 
hung up Hal said, “Yep 


—you win. The neigh- 
bors are beginning to 
complain.” 


He hated to kill them, 
the frogs I mean, so he 
spent all that Sunday 
corralling them and tot- 
ing them far back into 
the hills via his car. 

Curious ideas people 
have about pets. There 
is Douglas Montgomery. 
He has a duck. Someone 


neigh- 


Ask 
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gave it to him, to be sure, but he kept it. 
This duck is no ordinary duck. It was 
trained to knock with its beak on the front 
door for admittance, an accomplishment not 
confined to Doug’s door alone, it was later 
discovered. Hollywood is a great place for 
mysterious rings at the door bell and when 
it is opened—lo—there is nothing, except 
some childish sniggering. For a long time 
these strange rappings were attributed to 
the pranks of a child, until one night a 
wrathful gentleman opened the door himself 
on cook’s night out—and in walked the 
duck! 

If there is a motion picture person in the 
neighborhood an irregularity of any sort is 
immediately fastened to him, but in ‘this 
case the guilt was tracked to the right door. 
It was not surprising to the neighbors, there- 
fore, to hear that Mr. Montgomery was hav- 
ing his back yard fenced in. 

And Kay Johnson’s turkeys! What’s going 
to happen about them is still a moot ques- 
tion which isn’t being handled mutely I can 
tell you. Kay and her husband, John Crom- 
well, who directed Lily Pons in “I Dream 
Too Much,” have a place out in Hidden 
Valley. That is they thought it was hidden 
until some of their pals, such as Winnie 
Sheehan, Ronald Colman and Richard Bar- 
thelmess, followed by scads of “private cit- 
izens,’ moved up that way too. 

Now a turkey on a Thanksgiving table 
is one thing but when he salutes the dawn 
with his lusty gobbles, and when he is 
joined by his friends and relations, that 
turkey becomes something else again. Of 
course there are acres surrounding most of the places but, as I 
remarked before, the air is very clear out there—well—maybe a 
certain holiday will settle this question. 

Dickie Jones, the baby cowboy, takes his work very seriously 
because he says it’s lotsa fun. Well it may be fun for Dickie 
but the people downstairs don’t spell the word that way. He 
spends a good deal of time on a ranch but now and then the 
city has to put up with him. He tries out new roping and riding 
tricks on all possible bits of furniture, upsetting lamps, chairs, 
etc. His mother has sometimes paid out substantial sums for 
these little mistakes and the moving bills, too, are considerable 
items. There are times when a lease doesn’t mean a thing to a 
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Would a movie star add class 


to your street? 
of Bette Davis thought not. 


The neighbors of 
Adrienne Ames did 
not seem to appre- 
ciate her. 


Hollywood landlord. 
All that was bad 
enough, but the last 
year or two Dicky has 
added singing to his 
other accomplishments, 
and hour after hour he 
warbles his favorite cowboy 
song, “Hand me down my 
walking cane.” His fidelity 
to his art really deserves a 
greater appreciation than 
the gift he received re- 
cently. It was a cane, sent 
in care of his mother, and 
the attached note read, “If 
you don't use this on that 
boy of yours, we will.” 
Ah. well, what is art if 
one can’t suffer for it. 
And what do you think 
Charles Farrell does? He 
practices polo right in the 
back yard and he doesn’t 


live on a ten-acre estate 
either. You must admit 
that if you stepped out on 
your own private patio, 


and had a fiery eyed polo 
pony snorting past within 
ten feet of your nose, you 
would have every right to 
be disconcerted. The el- 
derly gentleman who _ is 
Charlie’s neighbor must be 
a born philosopher for his 
only comment was, “Well 
I don't like polo but if 
they conduct the East-West 
match here in the back 
yard, which I strongly sus- 
pect will be the next step, 
I shall have an excellent 
seat.” 

Margo, the fascinating 
young Mexican dancer, cre- 
ated quite a stir in her 
neighborhood, when she 
first moved in, because of the numbers of dark foreign looking 
men that surged in and out of her home. One never knows in 
these days of revolutions what one may find under one’s doormat 
of a morning and Margo’s visitors looked ominous. Imagine the 
confusion of a few neighbors when they discovered that the sus- 
picious-looking foreigners were all members of Margo’s household, 
uncles, cousins, brothers-in-law, and all members of the aristo- 
cratic Guadalupe family of Mexico. Margo never goes about 
alone. She always lives with one of her married sisters or her 
grandmother, who travels most places with her. 

Dick Powell has bought himself an estate. He had to. Dick 
is addicted to music, as you may have [Continued on page 70] 
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REVIEWS 


PICTURE THERMOMETER 
Degrees of Quality 


—Perfect 


—100 


‘ al | —Remark- 
“Midsummer Night’s able 
Dream” : 
“T Live My Life” 
“Hands Across The Table” |” 


“TheLast Days of Pompeii” —> 


“Barbary Coast” — || 
“The Three Musketeers” —> 
“O’Shaughnessy’s Boy” | Bue 
“Shipmates Forever” 

“Two Fisted” 
“Rich Girl’s Folly” 


“It’s In The Air” 
“The Last Outpast” 


> 
> 
> 
+ 


—Worth 
Seeing 


“Personal Maid’s Secret”—> |} 
Good 


—Entertain- 
ment 


—wNot so 
good 


O’SHAUGHNESSY’S BOY 
Rating: 80°—REUNION oF BEERY AND CoorER 
—M-G-M 
H4Y%. yourself a good emotional spree 

with Wallace Beery and Jackie Cooper, 

and don’t forget the handkerchiefs. Wally 
and Jackie both give their best perform- 
ances in years and when they turn on the 
emotions, so will you, and you'll love it. 
Wally plays an animal trainer in a circus 
who is robbed of his wife and small son by 
a nasty sister-in-law, who is a psychopathic 
case if we ever saw one. This causes Wally 
to lose his nerve and a big cat nips off his 
arm. He’s pretty down and out. On the 
death of his wife his son is returned to 
him, but it is a son who hates him, whose 
childish mind has been poisoned by his 
diabolical aunt. How Wally goes about 
winning the love and respect of his son, 
and regaining his nerve, is the body of 


the story, and with just enough tear jerk- 
ing it reaches an exciting climax. 

Sara Haden is brilliant as the insane 
aunt, and my how you will hate her. 
Spanky McFarland plays Jackie Cooper as 
a child—just imagine our Skippy being 
old enough to have a child. play him as a 
little boy. How time flies, ah me. Clarence 
Muse as Wally’s man Friday gets plenty 
of laughs. It’s a good story and a fine 
pr oduction and every member of the family 
will like it—but don’t forget the handker- 
chiefs! 


The combination of Wally 


Beery and Jackie Cooper. 
They have not lost their skill. 


RICH GIRL’S FOLLY 
Rating: 75°—THOSE SNOOTY HEIRESSES— 
Columbia 


N HIS latest picture, George Raft plays 

a beer baron who is doing a stretch in 
prison and, while there, becomes the pal 
and confidant of Walter Connolly, a rich 
New Yorker, who was sent up as an income 
tax dodger. (Oh, you meet the best people 
in jail these days.) Poor Mr. Connolly dies 
and wills his pal his family, which is quite 
a legacy if you ever saw one. 

Georgie, reformed now, and very serious 
about life and things, takes charge of the 
family and starts straightening them out. 
First there is addle-pated daughter Joan 
Bennett who thinks the entire universe is 
being run just for her pleasure. Then 
there. is irresponsible James Blakely, the 
typical rich man’s son who is always in a 
jam. And last, but not least, Mother, ele- 
gantly played to the last flutter by Billie 
Burke. 

Of course, Georgie falls 
Joanie, who proceeds to rebel, 
up by getting kidnapped. Comes the 
Chase Scene, and very exciting it is, too. 
George and Joan are both excellent, and 
all and all it is a most pleasant and enter- 
taining comedy. 


SHIPMATES FOREVER 


Rating: 80°—TRIMMING AND TRADITION— 
Warners 


ELL, here we are in the Navy again 

and up to our eyebrows in uniforms 

and traditions. No matter how you look 

at it the Naval Academy, where plebs be- 

come ensigns, is romantic, and when‘ that 

Dick Powell puts on a dress uniform and 

parades around the campus, my, my, does 
my heart go pitty pat! 

Dick plays a successful young crooner in 

a New York night club who has worked 


in love with 
and ends 


PIC PU RIES 
SEEN 


up a good hate for the Navy, despite the 
fact that his father is an Admiral. But 
the old man tricks his son into taking the 
Naval entrance examinations and, sort of 
on a dare, Dick goes to the Academy for 
four years—with the understanding of 
course that he can return to his night club 
when he graduates. 

It takes seven reels to inject the right 
amount of college spirit into our Dick, but 
when he falls he falls hard. Entering the 
Academy the same time that Dick does 
are John Arledge, Eddie Acuff, Ross Alex- 
ander and Dick Foran, and we follow them 
up to their graduation, too. 

Ruby Keeler, the daughter of an officer, 
teaches dancing to-the kids at the Academy, 


and of course she and Dick have one of — | 


those insulting friendships that finally leads 
to love. Because the picture is directed by 
Frank Borzage, that master of sentiment, 
there is quite a bit of tear-jerking here 
and there. And Dick Powell sings two of 
the newest Warren and Dubin song hits. 


HANDS ACROSS THE TABLE 


Rating: go°—Li’L Missy LomBarD scoRES— 
—Paramount 
FYTER a year of playing society girl 
stooge to Paramount’s 
(meaning Messieurs Crosby, Cooper and 
Raft) Carole Lombard at last has a chance 
to prove that not only is she a beautiful 
and glamorous star, but a very talented 
one besides, and with a decided flair for 
comedy. 

She plays a poor young manicurist who 
has made up her mind, and she has one, 
that this thing called love is a lot ef hooey 
and she will definitely marry for money. 
So while she cuts cuticle she watches for 
a victim. She finds him one day, a scion 
of society, playing hopscotch in the corri- 
dor of a ritzy hotel. But imagine her dis- 
may when she finds that he is quite, quite 
poor and has come to the same conclusion 
that she has, viz., to marry money—in fact 
he is one up on her for he has picked out 
an heiress. Well, of course, they marry 
for love. But not until you have had 
seven reels of tiptop entertainment. Fred 
MacMurray plays the society chappie and 
is a lot of fun. Ralph Bellamy gives his 
usual splendid performance as Carole’s 
wealthy friend, who is just about to pro- 
pose when Fred walks in. Astrid Allwyn 
as the rich girl and Ruth Donnelly as the 


- cashier contribute to the pleasure of it all. 


Mitchell Leisen, the director, has done a 
grand job pacing it so there’s never a dull 
moment. 


THE LAST DAYS OF POMPEII 


Rating: 87°—{N THE DEMILLE MANNER— 
RKO 
OTHING remains of Bulwer- Aeon: 
famous novel, “The Last Days of 
Pompeii,” except the title and the thrill- 
ing eruption of Vesuvius. Instead, a 
couple of R-K-O’s best writers have written 
an original story, a powerful drama, which | 
has, as its theme, the dawning of Christian | 
ideals in the mad and ruthless welter of | 
pagan cruelty and lust. 

Briefly, against gorgeous backgrounds of | 
fabulous Rome, Pompeii and Judea, the | 
story is about a young blacksmith, Preston | 
Foster, who cares not for gold or fame but | 
is happy in the love of his wife and small 
son. But when they are mercilessly crushed | 


leading men - | 
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beneath the wheels of a chariot he hardens 
his heart, decides that money and power 
are the only things worthwhile after all, 
and becomes the most sensational gladiator 
in Rome. f 

He effects a crooked deal with Pontius 
Pilate, (Basil Rathbone) and eventually 
becomes one of Pompeii’s wealthiest men. 
All this is motivated by his love for his 
adopted son. But the boy (John Wood) 
becomes a Christian, denounces the hor- 
rible cruelty and grandeur of Rome, and 
pities the poor slaves who must be sacri- 
ficed in the arena. He is deeply in love 
with one of the slave girls, Dorothy Wilson, 
and with her is led to the arena, where 
Preston Foster, grief-stricken and out of 
his mind, finds them too late to help them. 

But, just as they are about to meet the 
most horrible of deaths—comes the mag- 
nificant eruption of Mt. Vesuvius, and the 
most thrilling scenes you have seen in 
many a day. 


THE BARBARY COAST 
Rating: 84°—ACcorRDING TO THE Hays OFFICE 
—Goldwyn 


ERE’S that good old rip-snorting Bar- 

bary Coast that you’ve heard about, 
but, mind you now, no bawdiness. Mr. 
Hays saw to that. But even without the 
bawdy, the elegant goings-on in the early 
days of the beginnings of San Francisco 
are still exciting, and thanks to that swell 
writing team of Hecht and MacArthur, 
they are accurately depicted here. 

The story’s about a gal from the East 
who comes to San Francisco to marry a 
euy, but when she arrives she finds that 
her fiance has just been killed by the 
gangster who runs the town. Eddie Rob- 
inson, in a frilly shirt, is excellent as the 
old time racketeer and the big menace of 
Frisco. 

His roulette wheel, which is crooked, is 
famous throughout the gold country. Mir- 
iam Hopkins, the nice little girl from the 
Fast, finds herself stranded in this noisy 
town and grabs the first job she can find— 
Mistress of Chance for Eddie’s roulette 
table. But she repulses all of Eddie’s ad- 
vances and is quite hardboiled about every- 
thing, until along comes Love. 

Joel McCrea plays the innocent young 
miner who falls in love with the most 
‘notorious woman in San Francisco, and 


| you may be sure that true love finds a 
way, and that Eddie does the noble thing 


Miriam Hopkins repulsing the 
gambler, Edward G. Robin- 
son, on the Barbary Coast. 


by Miriam, who naturally has been a 
“good” girl all the time. Miriam gives 
another of her fine “hussy” performances, 
and makes the role quite believable. Joel 
McCrea in his quiet, dignified way makes 
a grand hero. Walter Brennan as “Old 
Atrocity,” the one-eyed Connolly of his 
day, does a neat bit of picture-stealing. 


I LIVE MY LIFE 
Rating: 90°—THE TAMING OF CRAWFORD— 
M-G-M 

nN CRAWFORD’S latest picture is one 

long, loud, merry round of laughter 
from beginning to end and you just can’t 
afford to miss so much crazy fun. Joan 
plays a rich girl with ermines and dia- 
monds and an arrogant temper and just so 
spoiled that her Grandma, Jessie Ralph, 
and her father, Frank Morgan, can’t do 
anything with her. 

But, one fine day, when her father’s 
yacht is anchored off the coast of Greece, 
she falls in love with a young archeologist 
—and furthermore a young Irish archeolo- 
gist with a temper equalled only by her 
own. Brian Aherne plays the young Irish- 
man and loosens up so completely that you 
find yourself getting all excited about him. 

Well, Brian chases Joanie to New York 


Brian Aherne (it’s his year), 

Joan Crawford and Fred 

Keating in “I Live My Life,” 
a good comedy. 


and takes it upon himself to try and tame 
her. Phooey for society and wealth says 
he, and the fight ison. Joan goes into one 
of the best tantrums ever to be seen on 
the screen, but Brian isn’t far behind with 
a terrific scene at the church which will 
leave you weak from laughing. 

You've never seen two such amusing 
butlers as Eric Blore and Arthur Treacher, 
nor such a cantankerous old grandmother 
as Jessie Ralph. And, just to make it 
even more terrific, there are Fred Keating, 
Aline MacMahon, Etienne Girardot and 
Frank Conroy. And, just as you suspected 
all along, that master of trivial, sophisti- 
cated comedy, W. S. Van Dyke, directed it. 
It’s Van Dyke at his best, and we simply 
couldn’t say more. 


PERSONAL MAID’S SECRET 


Rating: 60°—Krepinc Up with Lizzir— 
Warners 

OOD and amusing comedy without a 

slap-stick to be found. Ruth Don- 
nelly plays a maid named Lizzie, who has 
had a bit of Park Avenue experience and 
knows how the rich folks carry on. She 
becomes the maid-of-all-work in the modest 
flat of an ambitious young insurance sales- 
man and adroitly talks him and his wife 
into a successful social splurge. 

In fact, Lizzie stage manages Margaret 
Lindsay and Warren Hull, the young 
couple, so well that soon she has them 
established on Long Island and hobnob- 
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bing with socialites who simply are push- 
overs for insurance policies. Lizzie, it 
seems, has a daughter who does not know 
her, and of course said daughter eventually 
turns up at the mansion where Lizzie is 
the maid and complications begin. 

Anita Louise is the long lost daughter 
who, after several stormy scenes, finds her 
real mother and true love—true love being 
played this time by Frank Albertson. Most 
of the comedy is supplied by the butler in 
love with Lizzie, the incomparable Arthu’ 
Treacher who is specializing in butlers. 


IT’S IN THE AIR 

Rating: 73°—FUNNY FARCE—M-G-M 

GAY and utterly preposterous comedy 

that was made for laughs and will cer- 
tainly get them. Jack Benny plays an old 
smoothie who lives by his wits, aided and 
abetted by his side-kick and stooge, the 
inimitable Mr. Ted Healy. 

Una Merkel is excellent as the little 
woman who wields -a mean racquet but 
simply melts when her erring spouse (Jack 
Benny) is faced with danger. Grant Mit- 
chell plays a heavenly capitalist and Nat 
Pendleton is perfect as an outwitted reve- 
nue officer. Mary Carlisle and Harvey 
Stephens are the love interest. Ted Healy, 
with more to do than usual, is my idea 
of what a comedian should really be. 


A MIDSUMMER NIGHT’S 
DREAM 


Rating: 92°—Borrom’s Up—Warner 

Brothers 

NV pomp, with triumph and with 

revelling’—to use Mr. Shakespeare’s 

own words—his fantasy, “A Midsummer 

Night’s Dream,’ has come to town. Max 

Reinhardt, a great director, and Warner 
Brothers take the bows. 

We have seen a great many Warner 
Brothers’ pictures and we must confess 
that our main pleasure in the “Dream” 
was in viewing the familiar faces, now at 
last in deathless roles. James Cagney plays 
Bottom. And many another former gang- 
ster leaves his gory past behind him, and, 
speaking the Bard’s famous lines, convinc- 
ingly plays his classic role. Frank McHugh, 
Joe E. Brown, Ross Alexander, Dick Powell, 
Hugh Herbert, all the old familiar faces 
were present, and performed brilliantly. 
A special word must be said for Mickey 
Rooney as Puck. Olivia de Havilland was 
particularly fine. 

The flavor of the entire performance is 
different from other screen fare and we 
believe you will enjoy this evening with 
real literature. 


TWO FISTED 
Rating: 77°—NeEver A DuLL MOMENT— 
Paramount 

REMEMBER “Ts Zat So?” the Broadway 
stage hit of several years ago? Well, 
Lee Tracy and Roscoe Karns, aided and 
abetted by a couple of screen adapters, 
have turned it into one of the funniest 
farces you'll ever have the good luck to see. 
Lee is swell, as usual, with a hot line 
of chatter, and Roscoe makes an excellent 
foil for him. By the way, Mr. Karns proves 
without a doubt that he is no boob when 
it comes to fighting. Gail Patrick is pleas- 
ing as the young mother and Gordon 
Westcott is sufficiently obnoxious as the 
nasty husband. Also in the cast, and per- 
fectly elegant, are Grace Bradley, Little 
Billy Lee, Florence Lake (the perfect chat- 
ter-box), and handsome Kent Taylor. The 
dialogue is so swift and witty that it is 
nothing less than brilliant. For the laughs, 

don’t miss this one. 

[Continued on Page 63] 
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Park Avenue Goes Hollywood 


plane trip back to Los Angeles. Advertising 
agencies will pay them from $750 to $3500 
for a five-minute air appearance, the price 
depending on the star’s popularity. Fur- 
riers like I. J. Fox will give them expensive 
pelts if they will pose in an advertisement. 
Hotels offer special rates. Conde Nast, if 
he escorts them to theatre, will direct his 
magazine editors to devote a page to flatter- 
ing pictures in subsequent issues. On the 
basis of sheer economics, a trip to New 
York is not to be sneered at by any Star. 
It pays well. 

The results of the introduction of the 
stars of Hollywood to the Social Register- 
ites is amusing. Society dowagers and deb- 
bies, anxious to keep up with the passing 
show, read the Broadway columns _ reli- 
giously. Mrs. Van Astorbilt will know every 
line in Louella Parsons’ column just - off 
the press. Mrs. Vanwhitney will unbend 
behind her lorgnette to wave cheerily to 
Regina Crewe. A society woman will be at 
some pains to seat her swell-looking debu- 
tante daughter next to Bob Rubin, M.G.M. 
vice-president, on the far chance that Mr. 
Rubin will be moved to comment during 
dinner: “That daughter of yours would 
screen well.” Park Avenue, believe me, 
has gone Hollywood with a vengeance. 
The pioneer work of Dorothy di Frasso 
now has spread to the entire society group. 
Hostesses feel a pardonable glow of pride 
it they can snare a Grace Moore or a 
Tullio Carminati to add glamour to the 
seating lists. 

The net result of all this has been good. 
Snobbery, if it hasn't been completely 
obliterated, at least has been modified. So- 
ciety now is inclined to measure a person’s 
interest, rather than his blood count. The 
movies, Once ignored by the intelligentsia 
as a shoddy substitute for the legitimate 
drama, now have gained the upper hand. 
Logically this has brought about important 
changes. Jock Whitney, having come to 
know the people of the screen socially, has 
been moved to invest his money and en- 
thusiasm and background in the film in- 
dustry. Young Walter Chrysler has diverted 
his interest in the publishing business to 
the selection of manuscripts suitable for the 
screen. Lucius Ordway sends his son to 
join Walter Wanger on the Coast during 
the lad’s summer vacation from Dart- 


[Continued from page 15] 


mouth. This introduction of new blood 
and blueblood into the veins of Hollywood 
is a happy augury. Inevitably and uncon- 
sciously, the level must be raised and this 
is beneficial. 

Dorothy di Frasso must be credited with 
the greatest part of what has been accom- 
plished. She is the preacher who joined 
the “400” and Hollywood in the bonds of 
wedlock, and, while you may point out 
that this was another version of a shotgun 
marriage, with Park Avenue as an unwill- 
ing bridegroom, the honeymoon has been 
a mutually happy experience. 

She comes from one of the-solid families 
of New York, and her name originally was 
Dorothy Taylor. She married Count di 
Frasso, one of the real titular personages 
of Italy. In the days when she first turned 
a friendiy glance in the direction of 
Hollywood, this was little short of social 
heresy. It was she who took Gary Cooper 
in hand and transformed the gawky and 
naive six-footer into quite a man of the 
world. Lupe Velez never forgave Gary for 
going social on her, but Lupe had as much 
chance of winning out over the polished 
Countess as Baer had of defeating Joe 
Louis. It was this first meeting with 
Hollywood that convinced the witty and 
charming Countess to move her lares and 
penates to Los Angeles. From the very 
start, she was a terrific success. Hollywood 
couldn't be awed by money or fame be- 
cause it had both in quantities, but the 
appearance of a real Countess, and wealthy 
too, did the trick. Before you could say 
Jack Robinson, her home became the social 
center of the film colony. If she ruled it 
with an iron hand, the subjects never 
realized it, for Dorothy, trained abroad, 
always wore the velvet glove of tact. 

Her society friends were shocked when 
they learned that henceforth this was to be 
Dorothy’s real career. But when the first 
shock wore off, some of them ventured to 
Hollywood to have a look-see—and they 
loved it. They found it exciting to have 
tea with a movie hero, instead of having 
cocktails at La Rue with some stodgy 
banker’s son. One by one, her society 
friends capitulated. 

That started the east to west breakdown 
of the morale of the “400.” Dorothy sent 
the Coast stars east with letters of intro- 


duction, and the breaking-down process 
was complete. So, to the Countess di 
Frasso must go all the honors. She did as 
much for the Hollywood stars when they 
went abroad. She gave them letters to the 
crowned heads of Europe, she introduced 
them to people in England and France, for 
her list of important acquaintances abroad 
is aS vast as it is here in this country. The 
ones she liked particularly were invited to 
her castle in Italy, one of the national 
museums of Mussolini’s land. 

She is, by all odds, the most interesting 
and forceful woman I have ever met. En- 
tirely feminine, she has all the vigor of a 
man in accomplishing what she sets out to 
accomplish. She would have made a -bril- 
liant politician. Grover Whalen said, one 
night, to her: “Dorothy, you should have 
been the wife of the President of the 
United States and he could have dispensed 
with a Cabinet.” I don’t believe he flat- 
tered her too greatly. With her social tact 
and her constructive ambition, there is no 


telling what she could have accomplished | 


in any field which enlisted her interest. 

Most remarkable fact about her is that 
Hollywood, in return, has given her noth- 
ing and she has asked nothing. She has 
helped countless in the movie colony, en- 
couraging youngsters in their careers, see- 
ing to it that they met the right people 
and arguing brilliantly in their behalf. 
But she has asked nothing for herself. 
Perhaps that explains the security of her 
position. 

There is only one real peril in the 


situation that has developed. Hollywood, 1 


having captured Park Avenue and New- 
port and Southampton, must be careful not 
to borrow from them the snobbery that 
was characteristic of those watering places 
before Countess di Frasso made her pioneer 
entrance upon the scene. 

The movie stars can walk with kings but 
let them remember not to lose the common 
touch. After all, the debutantes and the 
dowagers form an infinitesimal portion of 
the screen audience. 

Park Avenue has gone Hollywood, but it 


is important that Hollywood shall not go | 


Park Ave-noo. ‘The stars who forget that 
will lose their audience quickly, and once 
they forfeit stardom, they'll learn that Park 
Avenue wants no part of them either. 


Give Your Children A Shirley Temple 


Pop-Corn Balls 
2 quarts popped corn 2 tablespoonfuls 
Ym cup water butter 
2 cups brown sugar 


Melt butter, add sugar and water. Pour 
over popcorn, stirring until every kernel 
is coated. Shape into balls, twist in col- 
ored, oiled paper. 

The popcorn balls in bright red paper 
with huge paper bows are not to be eaten 
at the party but are for the children to 
take home. 

Well, now, what are they going to do 
and play at Shirley’s party? Goodness only 
knows, you ought to have a very good idea 
of what they're going to eat by now. Shir- 
ley will greet her little guests in the large 
and comfortable living room of her parents’ 
home and when given the signal someone 
will start playing “On the Good Ship Lolly- 
pop,” and all the little boys and girls will 
grab partners, with Shirley as hostess lead- 
ing the procession, and march around the 
room several times, and then through a 


[Continued from page 32] 


door into the patio where the Christmas 
table and luncheon awaits them. Just in 
case you have forgotten the words of the 
“On the Good Ship Lollypop” and you 
want the kids to sing them at your party, 
here they are: 


“ON THE GOOD SHIP LOLLIPOP” 


Sung by Shirley Temple and James Dunn 
in the Fox Film picture, “Bright Eyes” 


I’ve thrown away my toys 
Even my drum and trains, 
I wanna make some noise 
With real live aeroplanes. 


Some day I’m going to fly 

Ill be a pilot, too. 

And when I do, how would you 
Like to be on crew? 


On the good ship Lollipop, 


It’s a sweet trip to a candy shop 
Where bonbons play i 
On the sunny beach of Peppermint bay. 


Xmas Party 


Lemonade stands everywhere, cracker jack | 


bands fill the air 
And there you are—happy landing on a 
chocolate bar. 


See the sugar bowl do a tootsie roll with | 


the big bad devil’s food cake! 
If you eat too much—ooh! ooh! 

wake with a “tummy ache” 
On the good ship Lollipop .. . 
It’s a night trip into bed you hop 


And dream away on the good ship Lollipop. | 
Words and music by Sidney Clare and Richard | 


A. Whiting—Arranged by C. Mockridge. 


Special permission to SILVER SCREEN to | 
use “On the Good Ship Lollipop’ via 20th Cen- | 


tury-F ox. 


After the luncheon, games are in order, 
Shirley’s favorite game (and the | 


and how. 
game that will be played first) is called 
“The March of the Months.” 


Arrange chairs as in a theatre, facing | 
a part of the room which can be conveni- | 


ently used as a stage. If there are twelve 
[Continued on page 58] 
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i . 6 Soon ay STE Z 73 
MARY, WHY DON'T YOU ASK ) { WHO? ME? WHy, 


A BOY AND COME TONIGHT, \f YOU KNOW T HATE 
Ico? BOYS WHY, L 


WOULDNT BE 
SEEN WITH 


NASTY HORRID HICKIES! IF 
I COULD ONLY GET RID OF 
7{ THEM! 


secretly 
she cried 


over her 


pimply 
Skin 


POOR CHILD-—<THOSE PIMPLES 
HAVE HURT HER LOOKS, AND 
MADE HER MISS SO MANY 
GOOD TIMES! 
WHY DONT YOU HAVE, HER 
TAKE FLEISCHMANN'S 
YEAST ? IT CURED MY 
> ANN'IS PIMPLES! 


GG 


Don’t let adolescent pim=-= 
ples eramp YOUR styie 


From 13 to 25 years of age, im- 
portant glands develop. This 
causes disturbances throughout 
the body. The skin becomes over- 
sensitive. Harmful waste prod- 
ucts get into your blood. These 
poisons irritate the sensitive skin 
and make pimples break through. 

Physicians prescribe Fleisch- 
mann’s Yeast for adolescent pim- 
ples. This fresh yeast clears skin 
irritants out of the blood. Pim- 
ples vanish! Eat it 3 times a day, 
before meals, until skin clears. 


AS = 
Copyright, 1935, Standard Brands Incorporated 


by clearing skin irritants 
out of the blood 
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Smile. 


Z 


Lie 
Gocbile Table 


Once this lady fairly loathed the idea 
of taking a laxative. Postponed it as 
long as she could. Hated the taste; 
hated the effect; hated the aftermath. 
Then she found out about Ex-Lax. 


It tastes just like delicious chocolate. 
Mild and gentle in action... approxi- 
mating Nature. She found it thorough, 
too, without over-action. There was no 
need for her to keep on increasing the 
dose to get results. On every count she 
found Ex-Lax the ideal laxative. It is 
the best in America... according to 
America’s opinion of it. Because more 
people take Ex-Lax than any other 
laxative. 46 million boxes were bought 
last year alone. 10c and 25c boxes; at 
every drug store. 

GUARD AGAINST COLDS!...Remember 
these common-sense rules for fighting colds 
—get enough sleep, eat sensibly, dress 
warmly, keep out of drafts, keep your feet 


dry, and keep regular —with Ex-Lax, the 
delicious chocolated laxative. 


When Nature forgets— 
remember 


EX-LAX 


THE ORIGINAL CHOCOLATED LAXATIVE 


iz 


MAIL THIS COUPON—TODAY'! 


EX-LAX, Inc., P.O. Box 170 
Times-Plaza Station, Brooklyn, N. Y. 
8125 Please send free sample of Ex-Lax. 


IN Ain Rea Ore oes SE Ref ieee ee oe 


Address 


(If you live in Canada, write Ba-Lax, Lid., 
736 Notre Dame St. W., Montreal) 


——— 


Tune in on Strange as it Seems’’, new Ex-Lax Radio 
Program. See local newspaper for station and time. 


children present each one will be given 
the name of a month. If less than twelve, 
some of the children will have to double 
the roles. If more than twelve, two can 
be assigned to a month. Each child is re- 
quired to interpret his month—to act it 
out—as, for instance: 

January will shiver and be very cold, 
rubbing his hands and hugging himself. 

February will cut down imaginary cherry 
trees with an imaginary axe. : 

March can pretend to play an imaginary 
harp. 

April puts up an imaginary umbrella as 
protection against April showers. 

May hangs May baskets on doorknobs, 
rings the bell and runs. (The baskets can 
be some of Shirley’s paper baskets.) 

June throws school books away and his 
hat in the air. 

July waves an American flag. 

August pretends to dive into the ocean 
or swimming pool. 

September very reluctantly picks up 
books and goes to school. 

October flutters her hands like falling 
leaves. 

November gives thanks. 

December (played by Shirley) hangs up 
a Christmas stocking and waits a few mo- 
ments very expectantly. Then, sure enough, 
Santa Claus arrives with a bundle of gifts 
on his back, one for each of the little 
children, and every gift something very 
simple and inexpensive from the five and 
ten. Always remember that children are 
not snobs about presents; that comes later, 
and they’d rather have a ten cent fireman's 
hat than something very expensive. If, at 
your party, you do not wish to have Santa 
Claus arrive, a kiddie car or a clothes bas- 
ket can be dragged in laden down with 
presents, and the little hostess can dis- 
tribute them herself. 


The merry part of the March of the 
Months lies in the fact that the children 
must guess what months are being inter- 
preted. The assignments for the months 
are to be given secretly by some member 
of the family so that no one knows who 
anyone else is. The months should not 
be called according to the calendar, just 
call the name of the child, and have him 
step to the center of the room, or patio, 
and “do his stuff.” A few “props” may 
be provided beforehand, if you prefer. Ap- 
propriate music on the piano or victrola 
helps make this game even more exciting 
for children. : 

Another favorite game of Shirley’s is 
“Musical Chairs,” which I am sure you 
all know. Another is “The King in the 
Chair.” Two chairs are placed fairly close 
together but across the space between them 
is spread a blanket with the ends in the 
two chairs. Two children sit on the chairs, 
then send for a child out of the room, and 
when he enters he’s invited most cordially 
to have a seat between them. When the 
child sits down, the other two children 
jump up hastily, and the little kid takes 
a sprawl. The children simply go into 
hysterics over this, especially the litle boys. 

Still another favorite game of Shirley's 
is “Putting the Horse to Bed.” Remember 
how Shirley put the little horse to bed in 
“Curly Top?” Well, Mrs. Temple draws 
a bed on a large piece of paper and tacks 
it on the wall. ‘Then each child is given 
a paper horse and a pin, blindfolded, 
turned around three times, and told.to put 
the horse in the bed. The child who gets 
nearest the right spot in the bed gets a 
simple prize. 

Well, how about a Shirley Temple party 
for your own little Martha and Johnny? 
Just do what Shirley Temple does at her 
Christmas party and I guarantee it will 
be loads of fun. 


Me and My Public 


[Continued from page 21] 


A period ensued during which stars shrank 
from public appearances and the gala 
premiere practically disappeared. 

During this time Clark Gable escaped 
from a theater by devious subterranean 
passages, which led him through the base- 
ments of three large buildings, and during 
the same time Bob Montgomery avoided a 
crowd by flattening himself on the floor of 
a convenient taxi-cab. 

You can’t blame them. An admiring and 
not at all ugly crowd once threatened to 
tear all the clothes off’Ramon Novarro as 
mementos, when he was leaving a New 
York theater. A trio of kindly gents 
rescued him, led him down a fire escape to 
their car which was parked in an alley. 
Novarro sighed, viewed his buttonless and 
tieless condition ruefully and expressed his 
eratitude. But the three rescuers trundled 
him, willy-nilly, to an apartment where 
they insisted that he be Exhibit A at the 
large party assembled there. They wouldn't 
take “No!” for an answer and Ramon 
finally made his escape, for the second time 
that evening, via the fire escape outside the 
bathroom window! 

Anna Sten was flattered but frightened 
stiff at the demonstration which occurred 
outside a Los Angeles radio station where 
she had participated in a broadcast. Her 


driver and the Sam Goldwyn press agent. 


both attempted to protect her from the 
onslaught and found themselves pushing 
one another with belligerent vigor while 
Ann fought her way through the throng to 
her car. By the time the two men had 
identified one another, the crowds were 
swarming over the car, snatching at Anna’s 


clothing and tearing the flowers from the 
vases inside the car. 

“I tried to smile,” Anna told me. “I 
know that it was sweet of them to be so 
interested . . . but I was so terribly fright- 
ened!” 

Sometimes these encounters of a star 
with his public lead to pleasant relation- 
ships and even to lasting friendships. Joe 
KE. Brown has undobutedly strengthened his 
fan following by his antics at the Holly- 
wood Legion fights. But it takes a certain 
type of natural showman to handle such 
situations. 

Richard Barthelmess is genuinely shy and 
dodges meeting his public if it is humanly 
possible. This is because of his conscious- 
ness that he is smaller than they expect 
him to be. He can be built up on the 
screen . . . but when he meets his public 
in person, he must appear in his true di- 
mensions! 

My neighbor, Alison Skipworth, attended 
a picture one evening not long ago and, as 
is her sensible custom, she was walking 
home. She became nervously aware of a 
group of rowdy youths who had recognized 
her and were following her. Imagine her 
relief when a car drove alongside and a 
respectful, middle-aged gentleman called 
her by name and offered to bring her 
home! “You must not walk out alone at 
night,” he scolded. “It isn’t safe!” 

That encounter led to a pleasant friend- 
ship between Skippy and the gentleman 
and his family. Skippy does not walk out 
alone at night any more. 

It is important, we are told, that these 

[Continued on page 60] 
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THE AUTOMA 


Today, Hollywood actresses are 
buying handbags with a great deal 
of caution. They are avoiding the 
unreliable, loose-closing kind of 
bags—and choosing the one kind 
that gives absolute security as well 
as smart style—handbags featuring 
the Talon automatic-locking fas- 


tener. 


Handbags completed with the 


“MY HANDBAG 
NEVER SPILL OR GET LOST,’’ 


vast 
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TIC-LOCKING 


small Talon fastener close quickly 
... easily ... surely! 

It’s always a good idea to look for 
TALON on the handbags you buy. 
Then you can take for granted smart 
design and excellent quality, be- 
cause only the best manufacturers 
feature this fastener on their mod- 
els. And the best stores sell them— 
in styles of the latest fashion. 


CONTENTS 


Here’s your protec- 
lionethe automatic- 
locking feature! Tug 
at the sides of your 
bag, drop it, turn it 
over — the fastener 
can’t come open, 
even a little, unless 


you pull it, 


HOOKLESS FASTENER CO., MEADVILLE, PA. e NEW YORK e BOSTON + PHILADELPHIA e CHICAGO e LOS ANGELES e SAN FRANCISCO e SEATTLE » PORTLAND 
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Irs thrilling to use only the softest, fin- 
est, imported talc...It’s exciting to enjoy 
the refreshing fragrance of April Showers, 
“the perfume of Youth”... And it’s satis- 
Jying to get this luxury at so low a price. 


No wonder April Showers Talc zs the most fa- 
mous and best loved talcum powder in the world! 


people remember faces and that they attach 
the correct names to them oh, ex- 
tremely important! Well, I give my modest 
little prize to Jack Oakie. I was a-sittin’ 
in a cocktail spot with a gentleman from 
the East when Jack, striped sweater and all, 
strolled through the room. “Id like to 
meet him!’” quoth my host. “Sorry,” said 
I. “I met him several years ago . . . but 
he wouldn’t remember me.” 

Whereupon Jack, strolling back through 
the room, cried, “Helen Louise!’—spread 


Stars 


[Continued 


be otherwise with so many swell people 
all rooting for him. MHarold Lloyd, with 
whom he worked in “The Cat’s Paw,” has 
a new surprise for him almost every day. 
And Sir Guy Standing, who was in the 
hospital sequence with him in “The Big 
Broadcast,” is a daily visitor. The execu- 
tives at the Paramount studio are lining 
up all sorts of nice plans for his future— 
and all the kids on the lot relay their 
sympathies via visitors who are allowed in 
the sick room. Virginia Weildler sends 
word that if David doesn’t come back to 
the schoolhouse on the Paramount lot 
soon, to play with the kids, they will 
simply have to break regulations and come 
up and play with him. 

Meanwhile David faces the prospect of 
Christmas in bed. If all the Santa Clauses 
materialize that are being planned for him, 
every fat man in Hollywood, with a large 
tummy, who looks good in bright red will 
have a job this Christmas Eve; and all the 
reindeer in the country will probably have 
to be summoned for the occasion. David 
has made out a list fifteen feet long of all 
the things he wants this Christmas; not 
only for himself, but for all the other 
patients too. But his mother, wracked with 
weeks of anxiety, wants only one thing this 
Christmas. She wants David to get well 
again. She begs the Almighty to let her 
tear-stained eyes behold her son walk 
once more, on his own two feet. A stage 
mother—but not so different from your 
own, as you can see. 

“And they say Hollywood has only time 
for the successful, the great and _ the 
strong,” the nurse smiled a little pitifully. 
“The nice -things about Hollywood never 
seem to get into the papers,’ she contin- 
ued. “Why is it you reporters are always 
so willing to headline the scandals and the 
divorces, but make so little of the sweet 
kindnesses people would rather read 
aboute”’ 

To prove what she meant she pointed 
out the recent case of a little girl, desper- 
ately ill, who refused to be operated upon 
unless she could have a personally auto- 
graphed picture of her favorite movie star 
—Myrna Loy. Someone called Myrna and 
told her. She came herself to the hospital, 
and in the presence of the sick child grati- 
fied her heart’s desire. One columnist 
mentioned the story in a paragraph of 
scandal notes, in which it was lost. Yet 
Myrna’s battle with her bosses a few 
months ago made the banner lines on 
the front page. 

The answer is that Hollywood is just 
a billion dollar backdrop to show off a lot 
of ego, and few take the trouble to look 
behind the backdrop for the realities. 
Hollywood would have you believe its 
heart is as tinsel as its glamor, as merciless 
as the ruthless ambition which rules it. 
But to this hospital nurse, who lives in 
Hollywood, and yet is not a part of it— 


his arms and rushed over to give me a 
nice kiss. Somewhat breathlessly I intro- 
duced the two gentlemen. 

Afterward my friend inquired, “What 
would have happened if you had known 
each other well?” 

The only answer to which was, “Well, 
dear! dear! This Hollywood! They have 
to be nice to their public, you know . . .- 
and he probably thought I was a paying 
customer!” 

Anyway, it made a grand impression. 


in Bed 


from page 29] 


who touches the fringes of its excitement 
and madness, but is herself untouched by 
it, it presents a different picture. She sees 
behind the backdrop with clear-eyed per- 
ception. ; 
She has been closer to some of the great. 
stars than their own families, doctors or 
directors. Degree by degree, day by day, 
she has watched at the bedsides of the 
famous, while life ebbed away out of the 
human shell of some actor who had thrilled 
milions—or returned like a prodigal cast 
out by death. The mother of the sick, 
she has stood like a strong, thick wall 
between life and eternity; a witness to 
virtues and weaknesses in the human make- 
up, which always reveal themselves with 
uncompromising truth in the crucial mo- 
ments of an illness. Who knows better the 
meaning of the words—bravery and coward- 
ice? Who can better tell you the true 
character of the silversheet gods who por- 
tray symbols of nobility on strips of cellu- 
loid? j 
Some stars leave the hospital in better 
condition than ever, but they leave behind 
them memories that are never quite erased 
from the record books. The medical staff, 
from the most expensive surgeon to the 
lowliest nurse and interne, still speak with 
amusement of the time John Barrymore 
came close to disrupting the whole hospital 
force when he was in for a rest cure sev- 
eral months ago. He kept them in gales 
of laughter. The hospital bed-time stories 
which he told are still going the rounds 
of the corridors; typical Barrymore bon 
mots, bouncing like rubber balls from one 
bed to another. Then there was Eddie 
Cantor, recuperating from a recent oper- 
ation, and trying to write his new radio 
program on a hospital bed; previewing his 
new gags, jokes and songs to all the doctors, | 
nurses and internes. who would listen. 
“When they get bad,” he advised, “Give 
me ether.” 
Once in a while showmanship creeps | 
even into a hospital, and all the ether, 
chloroform and formaldehyde cannot drown | 
out its odor of publicity. There was the | 
case of Tom Mix’s press agent who was | 
determined to bring Tony, Mix’s horse, | 
into the hospital, and to the bedside of | 
his master. The press agent thought it | 
would hit the front page of every news- 
paper in the country—but the doctors, who 
are more discreet, thought that the proper } 
place for a horse was in the stable. i 
Spencer Tracy left enough funny stories | 
behind, too, to last the nurses for the rest 
of the year. Brought into the hospital 
unconscious from injuries received on the 
set of “Riff Raff,” in which he is co-star- 
ring with Jean Harlow, he woke up to find 
a beautiful nurse standing over him. 
“J bet you hitch your wagon to a star 
every time,” he said to the nurse. 
“J bet you tell that to all the nurses,’ 
she answered. 
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DR. LINITA BERETTA 


leading gynecologist of Milan, Italy, 
tells how a marriage was saved 
from disaster, when a timid wife 
found courage to face the facts 


Ons DAY a timid 
young woman came 
into my office... 
nervous, worried, 
unhappy. She told 
me her husband, 
too, had become irritable and cold. 
In fact, he wanted to give up his 
business and get away... by himself. 


“Then out came the usual story of 
ignorance, fear and false modesty. 
I showed her how proper marriage 
hygiene with reliable “‘Lysol’’ 
would provide the peace of mind 
which would calm her worries, re- 
place fear with assurance. Even then 
she was timid. 


“Finally I said, ‘If you don’t tell 
your husband your real problem... 


Iwill! 


“She was almost hysterical with fear 
and embarrassment, but she knew 
that I meant what I said. A few 
months later she came to me again— 
a different woman! 


**T thought you were cruel,’ she con- 
fessed. ‘But now I’m so grateful. My 
husband and I are happy again!’ 


“T would like to give every married 
woman the same advice, which has 
helped so many of my patients... 
proper feminine hygiene. Regular 
use of “Lysol” — because “Lysol” is 
atruly effective germicide. And yet, 
used in the proper dilution, it is 
gentle, soothing —and antiseptic. 
Physicians everywhere prefer it.” 

(Signed) DR. LINITA BERETTA 


“She was almost hysterical with fear and embarrassment... but my advice 
about “Lysol” restored her happiness.” 


6“Lysol” Features Important to You 


1. Sarety...“Lysol” is gentle and re- 
liable. Contains no free alkali; cannot 
harm delicate feminine tissues. 


2. EFFECTIVENESS ...“Lysol” is a true 
germicide, which means that it is effect- 
ive under practical conditions. . .in the 
body (in the presence of organic matter) 
and not just in test tubes. 


3. PENETRATION ...‘‘Lysol’’ solutions, 
because of their low surface tension, 
spread into hidden folds of the skin, and 
thus actually search out germs. 


4. Economy. . .“‘Lysol’”’, because it is a 
concentrated germicide, costs less than 
one cent an application in the proper 
solution for feminine hygiene. 

5.Opor...The odor of ‘Lysol’ dis- 
appears immediately after use, leaving 
one both fresh and refreshed. 


Disinfectant 


6. Stapiuity...“Lysol” keeps its full 
strength, no matter how long it is kept, 
or how much it is exposed. 


Don’t risk your happiness on untried 
experiments when, for nearly 50 years, 
“Lysol” has proved it deserves the con- 
fidence of millions of women who use 
it, thousands of doctors who advise it. 


e 


Throughout your home, fight 
germs with “Lysol” 


You can’t see the millions of germs that 
threaten your family, but you must 
fight those invisible foes through disin- 
fection. Use “Lysol” in washing hand- 
kerchiefs, bed linen, towels, and to clean 
telephone mouthpiece, door knobs, laun- 
dry, kitchen and bathroom. 


NEW! LYSOL HYGIENIC SOAP 


for hands, complexion, bath. A fine, firm, white 
soap, with the added deodorant properties of 
“Lysol”. Protects longer against body odors, 
without leaving strong after-odor. Washes 
away germs and perspiration odors. Your 


favorite drug counter has it. 
© 1935, Lehn & Fink, Inc. 
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How Much Of It Is Luck? [Continued from page 27} 


what part luck figures in the careers of 
stars. Many personalities scoring sensa- 
tional triumphs have been more or less 
prominent on the screen for years. Comes 
a great rdle, and they are hailed as new 
and picturesque personalities. ‘To illustrate: 

Ginger Rogers had been a leading lady 
in more pictures than she could remember. 
With “The Gay Divorcee,” she entered 
upon an entirely new career. 

Joan Bennett took a new lease on life 
after her capital performance as Amy in 
“Little Women.” 

Chester Morris found new popularity 
after “Public Hero No. 1.” 

Victor McLaglen amazed even himself 
in “The Informer,’ and stands an excellent 
chance of winning next year’s Academy 
award. 

Rochelle Hudson qualified herself for 
stardom in “Way Down East.” 

Bette Davis proved she could troupe 
with the highest-bracketed stars in “Of 


Human Bondage.” 

Bruce Cabot received a new contract for 
bis grand performance in “Let "Em Have 
iis” 

Jeanette MacDonald elevated herself to 
the top rank in “Naughty Marietta.” 

Edward Arnold took his rightful place 
with the outstanding stars of the screen for 
his priceless interpretation of “Diamond 
Jim.” 

All these, and many more too numerous 
to mention by name and part, came to the 
front because Lady Luck finally deigned 
to favor them with a touch of her wand. 

From a glance at productions now in the 
making and others soon to be released, it 
would appear that luck still shadows many 
of our stars. Great hopes are felt, but the 

ast has proven the fallacy of prediction. 
The following, however, to mention but a 
few of those undertakings of the future, 
look like “naturals,” both for star and 
picture. 


Charles Laughton, Clark Gable and 
Franchot Tone in “Mutiny on the Bounty.” 

Ronald Colman in “A Tale of Two 
Cities.” 

Lily Pons in “I Dream Too Much.” 

Gary Cooper and Ann Harding in “Peter 
Ibbetson.” 

Peter Lorre in “Crime and Punishment.” 

Warner Baxter in “Robin Hood oi El 
Dorado.” 

Harold Lloyd in “The Milky Way.” 

Jeanette MacDonald and Nelson Eddy in 
“Rose Marie.” 

Lawrence Tibbett in “Metropolitan.” 

Errol Flynn in “Captain Blood.” 

Miriam Hopkins and Edward G. Robin- 
son in “Barbary Coast.” 

How much of it is Luck? Percentages 
cannot be quoted, of course, but the career 
of any player is hopeless when that lady of 
moods places a heavy hand on the balance 
against him. 

Luck still weighs the scales in Hollywood. 


On Location With Jeanette MacDonald and Nelson Eddy 


sit for two hours waiting for Nature to pull 
herself together. When we started out I 
was sure that Jeanette was going to get the 
prize for being the best grouch, then I 
wasn’t so sure but what Nelson should have 
it, but by the time we had damned ants and 
bees and flies and dirt and wind and sun we 
suddenly found out that we were enjoying 
ourselves and laughing like everything. 
There’s nothing like being marooned on a 
desert island or a mountain crag for 
bringing out the palsy walsy in people. I 
have an idea that when Jeanette and Nel- 
son saw me scaling that peak they said, 
“Oh my God, a fan writer,” but after the 
deadly formality of the first fifteen min- 
utes, and after an ant had climbed down 
Jeanette’s neck and a horse fly had bitten 
Nelson, we were all three carrying on like 
friends of long standing. 

I don't think I have ever met two 
grander people than Jeanette MacDonald 
and Nelson Eddy. Jeanette’s story of how 
she came to be a bug and insect hater had 
me in such hysterics that I nearly lost my 
balance. If you could only see the horror 
on her face when she describes the time 
she bit into an apple and found only one 
half of a slimy, wiggling worm. And the 
morning she stepped out of bed into her 
bedroom slippers and squashed a_ nice 
juicy cockroach. Since then she has had 
a phobia about anything that crawls. And 
on our little mountain crag things were 
crawling plenty. All of insect-dom were 
out to see what movie stars look like, and 
I regret to say, taste like. 

When Jeanette isn’t feeling sociable on 
a set she starts reading a detective or 
mystery story. She is a pushover for all 
thrillers and reads them continuously. 
The thing that makes Jeanette the mad- 
dest is to read in someone’s column that 
she was out the night before with so and 
so and it looks like a romance. She had 
just read in Winchell’s column that she 
had been “around with Gene Raymond” 
and did she burn. I felt awfully guilty 
when she was expressing her opinion. of 
writers who just must throw somebody into 
a romance before the paper goes to press 
for I, too, alas, have predicted romances 
for Miss MacDonald. But it seems that 
Bob Ritchie is still head man in her life— 
he sends her flowers even way up to Tahoe 
every day. 


[Continued from page 19] 


Girls, you have no idea how really hand- 
some that Nelson Eddy is—in person. The 
first time I saw him on the screen I mur- 
mured “Ah, there is a man” and practically 
swooned. And you have done a bit of 
swooning too, judging from the fan letters 
Nelson Eddy receives. Since “Naughty 
Marietta” he gets more fan mail than any- 
body on the Metro lot. Nelson has a very 
handsome face, just strong enough, just 
kind enough, and when he smiles there is 
a certain charming and completely irre- 
sistible sweetness about him. 

After talking with him for awhile you 
have a very definite idea that Mr. Eddy 
knows truth from hooey, and no one will 
ever be able to make a fool out of him. 
When he was a kid he had to give up 
school and go to work to support his 
mother and himself, but that didn’t mean 
that he was going to give up an educa- 
tion. He took correspondence school courses 
in art, economics, history and practically 
everything else—in fact, Nelson says that 
his one claim to fame is that he has taken 
more correspondence school courses than 
anyone else in America. And like most 
self-taught people he has a great respect 
for knowledge and knows far more about 
politics, the arts, and world affairs than 
you and I with our degrees will ever know. 
But, ah: me, I was never one to admire the 
mind. It’s his physique that gets me. 

He usually spends him time on the set 
drawing caricatures, which are quite ex- 
cellent, of the people about him. His 
teacher and best friend, Dr. Lippe, can put 
Nelson in high spirits anytime with his 
impersonations and quiet wit, and so Nel- 
son keeps the little Doctor about him as 
much as possible. Nelson had just as soon 
not be shaved by the bartender, or have 
children interrupt his dinner asking him 
to sing, but he’s very gallant about it. 

Tahoe was Indian country in the old 
days and there are still reservations of the 
Washoes and Shoshones near by. Direc- 
tor Van Dyke has engaged several hundreds 
of the Indians to appear in the picture 
(the locale is supposed to be Canada) and 
the big braves have become as coy as’ kit- 
tens. They've pitched their tepees on an 
isthmus and are prepared to give their all 
to “Rose Marie.” The other day Nelson 
Eddy recorded the song “Rose Marie” right 
out in the open and when the Indians 


heard it across the mountains they simply 
went into ecstasies and have been hum- 
ming it ever since. ‘Theyll probably all 
become such rabid fans that they'll follow 
the company back to Hollywood. 

The picture version of “Rose Marie” will 
be slightly different from the stage play, 
slightly being an understatement. Jeanette 
will play a temperamental opera star who 
wanders into the wilds to help her brother, 
who has escaped from prison. And our 
Mr. Eddy plays Bruce, of the Canadian 
Mounted, who always gets his man. The 
important Indian role, Boniface, will be 
played by a Greek, which very likely will 
annoy the Shoshones. But the sooner they 
find out about pictures the better. 

Well, personally, I don’t care how much 
they change “Rose Marie” just so long as 
they leave in it ““The Indian Love Call,” 
“Rose Marie” and the Totem Pole dance— 
and those three gems are preserved. The 
Totem Pole dance is going to be an eye 
knocker-outer. I was rowed over to the 
isthmus, off Emerald Bay, where the Totem 
Poles have already been erected, and mercy, 
were they frightening. That dance is going 
to be the last word in exoticism. 

I’m going to be awfully mad if an irate 
movie star (to whom I might have naively 
given a romance) murders me before I have 
a chance to see, and hear, “Rose Marie.” 


Nelson Eddy in the costume 


he wears in ‘Rose Marie.” 


| 
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LITTLE AMERICA 


THAT SOUTHERN ExPosuRE AGAIN— 
Paramount 

HERE is a deeply moving and thrilling 
account of Admiral Richard Byrd’s 
second Antarctic Expedition, magnificently 
photographed and interestingly presented. 
As you recall, the first of the “Little Amer- 
ica” films was shot silent, but this one 
brings authentic sound from the awe in- 
spiring wastes of the Antarctic and greatly 

adds to the effectiveness of the picture. 
The screen story covers a number of in- 
cidents, including the famous flight over 
Marie Byrd Land, the rescue of Admiral 
Byrd’s old plane after four years under 
snow, and a blizzard sequence at Little 
America that will make your teeth chat- 
ter. Everyone interested in adventure, 
modern science, and beautiful photography 
will go pleasantly mad about this picture. 


THE THREE MUSKETEERS 
Rating: 82°—Sworp PLAY—R-K-O 


LEXANDRE DUMAS’ famous old classic 
comes to the screen with much clatter- 
ing of swords and chasing back and forth, 
and if you aren’t too much a stickler for 
text you will enjoy it immensely. The 
picture was made for entertainment and 
entertain it does from the moment the 
voung Gascon, d’Artagnan, rides through 
the gates of Paris until the final scene when 
Queen Anne appears at the King’s Ball, 
wearing the diamonds that caused all the 
excitement. 

Walter Abel, who plays d’Artagnan, is 
R-K-O’s latest “discovery” and was im- 
ported from Broadway especially for this 
role. He is splendid as the swashbuckling 
young gallant, though, of course, there are 
plenty of those old die-hards around who 
will say that Douglas Fairbanks was better. 
That’s something you'll have to decide for 
yourself. It’s all very exciting and thrill- 
ing. Athos, Porthos and Aramis are 
played by Paul Lukas, Moroni Olsen and 
Onslow Stevens, and three more dexterous 
young gentlemen with the sword you never 
saw. Ian Keith plays the scheming Roche- 
fort, Heather Angel plays the lovely Con- 
stance, lady-in-waiting to Queen Anne, who 
is played by Rosamond Pinchot of the 
Pennsylvania Pinchots. Margot Grahame 
as Milady de Winter walks away with all 
the acting honors as far as I’m concerned. 
There isn’t a “big name” in the entire 
cast, so now we can find out whether or 
not a picture must have a star to be a 
Success. 


THE LAST OUTPOST 


Rating: 70°—Tue Great Outpoors— 
Paramount 


ae cameraman gets the biggest hand 
on this picture, for you haven’t seen 
such magnificent photography since “Lives 
of a Bengal Lancer.” The desert scenes 
and the scene where an entire village packs 


| up and starts a trek over hill and dale 


are brilliantly and thrillingly done. 

But the story, ah the story, it sounds 
very much like something you've seen be- 
‘fore. It’s one of those little triangles 
wherein a fellow falls in love with the wife 
‘of the man who has saved his life, but 
‘doesn’t know it until they are forced to do 
the: noble thing by each other, and of 
(course the husband gets mortally wounded 
—so that simplifies love. 

Cary Grant is the guy who innocently 
‘steals a wife, and Gertrude Michael is the 
wife. Claude Rains is the rest of the tri- 
angle and suffers and suffers. 


HOSE cork tips please your lips. The 
fine Turkish-Domestictobaccos please 
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gratification. Save them; they are good 
for a choice of attractive items of nation- 


your palate. The mild menthol brings a 
cool and thankful refreshment to your 
throat. Finally, the B & W coupon in each 
pack of KQ@DLS is a constant source of 


ally advertised merchandise. (Offer good 
in U.S. A. only; write for latest illustra- 
ted premium list No. 10.) For a year of 
Thanksgiving smoking switch to K@DLS! 


HIS smart-looking holder-and-lighter 
clamps to steering post in a jiffy. Out of 
your way—but handy. Holds 24 cigarettes. 
Press with finger, and it hands you a smoke 
already lit. Safer, more convenient for driver. 
Would be swell value at $2.50 but it’s not for 
sale in stores. It’s yours for only $1 plus five 
fronts from KOOL or RALEIGH packs. (You 
can combine KOOL and RALEIGH fronts to 
total 5. No need to destroy packages, simply 
tear out printed label fronts.) Or—if you prefer 
—send us 150 B & W coupons, and no money. 


$-12 
Brown & Williamson Tobacco Corp. 
P.O. Box 180, Louisville, Kentucky 
Check offer you select (good in U.S.A. only) 


i I enclose $1 (dollar bill, stamps or 
money order) and five fronts from 
packages of KOOL or RALEIGH 
Cigarettes. 


(a I enclose 150 B & W coupons. 
Send lighter-holder post-paid to 


Name 
Address 
City aoe oe St eee States we eee 
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Are your hands 


ROUGH as 


H@ Do your hands feel coarse? Are they 
rough as stucco? Do they “snag” onsilk? - 

Why not use some rich, wide-spreading, 
quick-drying Italian Balm (just one drop is 
sufficient) and see how quickly your skin be- 
comes soft and smooth in texture! 

Italian Balm is recognized as one of the 
quickest-acting, most economical skin beau- 
tifiers ever invented. These two qualities — 
effectiveness and economy —have made it the 
largest selling skin protector in America. 

In one of the nation’s largest cities a recent 
Parent Teacher’s Association Report, cover- 
ing over 5,000 homes, revealed that Italian 
Balm was practically a 3 to 1 favorite—used 
in about 3 times as many homes as any other 
similar preparation. 

Italian Balm is made froma secret formula, 
‘by a secret process. There is nothing like it 
on the world market today. Your drug and de- 
partment store carry Italian Balm in 3 sizes 
of long-lasting bottles—35c, 60cand 
$1.00 —and in handy 25 cent tubes. 


HANDY 
HOME DISPENSER 


Nickel plated, 100% guaranteed 
Italian Balm HOME DISPENSER 
—attaches easily to bathroom, 
kitchen or laundry wall (wood or 
tile). Dispenses one drop when you 
press the plunger. Try your drug- 
gist first—ask for the Dispenser 
Package. If he can’t supply you— 
then get one FREE by sending 
ONE 60c Italian Balm carton (and 
10c to cover packing and Oe eee 
TWO 60c cartons and NO MONEY 
—with your name and address—to 
CAMPANA, Batavia, Illinois, 


ltalian Balm 


THE ORIGINAL SKIN SOFTENER 
“America’s Most Economical Skin Protector”’ 


WATCH FOR THIS COVER 
The January 1936 Issue of 


SILVER SCREEN 


WILL HAVE EXCLUSIVELY 


“THE MILKY WAY“ 


FICTIONIZED! 


Read the Story of Harold Lloyd's 
New Film — Hilarious! Exciting! 


May Robson’s New Picture 


[Continued from page 23] 


“That is spaghetti and meat balls a la 
Tonio,” said Tony, kissing his fingers and 
rolling his eyes heavenward. 

“Why I wouldn’t feed that to Aubrey. 
Get me a breast of chicken.” 

Tony’s eyes fairly popped from his head. 
Perspiration beaded his brow. The others 
exchanged significant glances and shook 
their heads. 

“Say, who do you think you are... 
Queen Marie? Would you like something 
else?” ‘Tony bellowed at Mary Jane. 

“Yes. A dessert and a demi-tasse. 
be quick about it.” 

Her tirade was interruped by the distant 
jangling of a bell and an impatient, highly 
excited voice calling Tony. As if glad to 
escape, Tony hurried into the barbershop 
where his friend, Walter Merkin, stood 
waving a paper. 

“Hey, Tony!” he said breathlessly? “Dat 
woman who spent a million dollars for a 
playground for her dog has been kidnap. 
See!” 

Tony took the paper and read the head- 
lines. Beneath them was a picture of a 
heavily veiled woman clasping a dog in 
her arms. He looked beseechingly at Walter 
and pointed to the picture. 

“Das iss her dog,” explained Walter. “He 
vas kidnap too. The kidnappers are in 
a pretty pickle. Dis time the G-men are 
going to make a special example and fry 
them like weiner-schnitzel. In der chair. 
And den they turn him over und fry him 
on der other side.” 

Tony sat down heavily, holding the pa- 
per before him as Walter said goodbye. His 
face was a pasty white, blank with fear. 
Again and again he moistened his lips 
while his eyes roved nervously around the 
tiny shop like those of an animal caught 
in a trap. Soon he got up and went into 
the room where Julia and the. boys were 
eating. From here he could~-see Mary 
Jane like an arrogant, overstuffed owl 
propped against her pillows, with the tell- 
tale Aubrey in. her arms. 

“You know what they do to me?” he 
said in a whisper. “They fry me. That 
old battle axe in there she’s Mary Jane 
Baxter. She’s kidnapped and we're the 
kidnappers.” 

“I told you guys that dame meant 
trouble.” Blackie pushed his plate back 
and got to his feet. “We got to get her 
out of here.” 

“But we didn’t kidnap her,” said Doc, 
as Blackie moved toward the bedroom. 

“Try and make the cops believe that.” 

“Just a minute,” Tony caught Bilackie 
by the arm. “We got-a be smart. I do 
this.” a“ 
Tony and his family begged Mary 
Jane to go home where she belonged. 
She was willing enough to go although 


And 


she could not understand the sudden 
change in their manner until her eyes 
caught sight of the paper with its ~ 
scareheads announcing that she had 
been kidnapped. Her amusement was 
cut short when she saw another item 
on the same page stating that she 
would be committed to an insane asy- 
lum when and if she was found. Mary 

Jane refused to leave, threatening all 

of them with prosecution to the full- 

est extent of the law if they tried to 
put her out or told anyone where she 
was. 

For Mary Jane the days that fol- 
lowed were the happiest she had ever 
known. Robbed of the luxuries to which 
she had all her life been accustomed, 
she found herself in the position of 
serving rather than being served. She 
was getting a real thrill out of help- 
ing Julia in the kitchen and with the 
housework. She knew real content- 
ment for the first time in her life as 
she sat rocking and reading in her 
chair, stealing fond looks at Doc, ab- 
sorbed in his home work, or Flash 
washing dishes and cleaning the sink. 
These days she fairly brimmed over 
with vitality and enthusiasm, she 
seemed to stride through life with the 
rhythm of a newly discovered melody. 
‘These youngsters, who might well have 

’ been her grandchildren, crept into her 
heart and flooded it with a sweetness, 

a fullness she had somehow missed in 

all her years of living. 

Especially did she love little Doc, 
with his shriveled leg and his very 
large ambition to grow up into a fine 
doctor. Tony had called her “Queenie” 
in that first hour after her arrival in 
their midst, before they found out who 
she was, and “Queenie” she had re- 
mained to all of them. They were all 
sweet to her—from Julia, who was so 
obviously in love with Blackie and so 
terribly worried about the lookout 
work he was doing for Boss Benton, 
head of a notorious gang of crooks, to 
Blackie and Flash and even Tony, 
with whom she quarrelled continu- 
ously. 

And Aubrey seemed happier play- 
ing with these children in their cheap 
surroundings than he ever had when 
pampered and spoiled on his silken 
cushions at home. 

There came a night, after the one on| 
which the G-men paid them a visit in 
order to ask Tony’s help in locating Mary 
Jane, when nervousness kept them all close 
indoors. Mary Jane sat at the old piano 
and played a few chords. Then, suddenly, 
it became a happy party. Flash produced 
his harmonica, Yony his mandolin and 
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they played Italian folk songs while Doc 
danced, because it was good for his leg, 
and Blackie and Julia sang, hands clasped, 
the splendor of their love radiating a glory 
which had transformed the drab little sit- 
ting room with the odor of barber shop 
soap and stale cooking into a gold and 
brocade bower fragrant with the scent of 
morning glories. 

That night after he had gotten in bed 


Doc called out and asked Mary Jane to 


tuck him in. No one had ever before seen 


- this expression on the face of Mary Jane, 


the autocratic, domineering old woman, 
as she stood over Doc, her eyes brimming 
with unshed tears. 

“Gee, Queenie,’ Doc smiled into her 
wrinkled face, “You—you smile—nice.” 

“Do Ie” Mary Jane replied. “Thank 
Ou 

“You know, Queenie,’ Doc continued 
seriously. “You've got to get out of here 
before you get us all sent up the river 
for kidnapping.” 

Mary Jane chuckled. 

“Not that we aren't glad to have you 
but, gee, I can’t figure you out. This 
dump wasn’t good enough for you at first. 
Now you don’t wanna go. Why?” 

“Go to sleep. You talk to much.” 

“Why do you wanna stay, Queenie? You 
got a mansion, servants, everything anybody 
can want . .. and you wanna stay here.” 

“It’s none of your business—but I... 
ielike it here: 

“You do?” Doc looked at her incredu- 
lously, then he pushed himself further 
down into his bed with a happy sigh. 
Mary Jane stooped to tuck the covers close 
around the frail little body and Doc kissed 
her shyly on the cheek. 

“Goodnight, Grandma,’ he said softly 
as she switched off the lights. 

Queenie stood outside the door of Doc’s 
room in an ecstasy of bliss. If there had 
been any aloofness left in her, Doc had 
forever swept it away. Her fingers caressed 
the spot where his lips had touched her 
cheek. 

“Grandma!” she said in a joyous whisper. 
In this moment of intense happiness she 
Was conscious of hearing voices, and she fol- 
lowed them to the roof. Here Blackie and 
Julia were facing each other in hurt be- 
wilderment over Blackie’s refusal to give 
up his work with Benton. He needed 
money, he explained, to buy nice foods 
for Queenie. Noisly thumping her cane 
to announce her coming, Mary Jane 
walked out on the roof. 

The night was starry and the breeze 
sweeping up from the East River had a 
salty cleanness. “Tiny lights moved slowly 
up and down the stream and to either side 
of where she stood great necklaces of steel 
cut the night. 

“I want some of this air, too,” she said, 
and then with a piercing look at Julia: 


“What are you crying for? You two 
aren’t having a spat.” 
“Blackie’s leaving us ... me.” Julia’s 


voice was scarcely audible. 

“You're a couple of young fools... 
idiots! Break up! Throw your happiness 
away just as I did when I was your age. 
Ever since I’ve been sour, crabbed . .- . 
miserable. If I had it to do over again I’d 
do just the opposite, even if I thought he 
was wrong. It’s damnation to go through 
fifty years just thinking of someone.” 

Blackie and Julia listened in amazement. 
Julia’s eyes were wet with tears. Mary 
Jane had turned her back on the river 
and her eyes were raised to the towering 
skyline of Manhattan which, years ago, 
had witnessed the breaking of her dreams. 

“Gee, Queenie,” Blackie broke the silence. 


“ “J never figured you’d loved anyone.” 


anything,’ 
‘again. Then she turned to Julia. 


“You haven’t 


2 


sense enough to figure 
Mary Jane was instantly gruff 
“As for 
you, this young fellow might amount to 
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| DISCOVERED 


How To Make EC) ¢ 


DO THE WORK OF $ i. 50 


ONE DAY WE NEEDED A 
MOUTH ANTISEPTIC AND 
THERE WASN’T A DROP 
§N THE HOUSE. SOI 
WENT OUT TO BUY A 
BOTTLE OF THE KIND WE 
ALWAYS USED. 


BUT OUR DRUGGIST, A 
GOOD FRIEND OF 
MINE, TOLD ME THAT | 
COULD MAKE MY MONEY 
GO 3 TIMES AS FAR BY 
BUYING 


Pepsodent Antiseptic 


THE DRUGGIST EX- 
PLAINED TO ME THAT: 
IN GERM KILLING POWER, 
ONE BOTTLE OF 
Pepsodent Antiseptic 
EQUALS 3 BOTTLES OF 
OTHER LEADING MOUTH 
ANTISEPTICS. 


(Because Pepsodent still kills 
germs effectively, even if you 
dilute it with 2 parts water.) 


SO | BOUGHT A BOTTLE 
OF 
Pepsodent Antiseptic 
LIKE EVERYONE ELSE, | 
WANT TO MAKE MY 
MONEY GO AS FAR AS 
1 CAN. 


Pepsodent 


I'M ALWAYS GOING TO Buy 
PEPSODENT ANTISEPTIC 
FROM NOW ON. SAVING 
G6 CENTS ON EVERY 
DOLLAR IS REAL ECONOMY. 


HEAVENS.’ NOT A DROP 
LEFT!’ {LL HAVE TO 
RUN DOWN TO THE 
DRUG STORE, JUNIOR. 


1D MAKE MORE SELLING 3 BOTTLES OF THE 
OTHER, MRS. BAXTER, BUT PEPSOOENT WILL 


SAVE YOU MONEY/ 


YOU BET IT Is, 
MAS. BAXTER. AND 
you CAN RELY ON 


PEPSOOENT / 


ANTISECTIC « 


Antiseptic 


gives greater protection against germs 


AVING money is only half the 
S story. Thousands who switch to 
Pepsodent Antiseptic tell us it is more 
effective in fighting colds and unpleas- 
ant breath. This extra efficiency is the 
result of Pepsodent’s remarkable germ- 
killing action—actually it is 3 times as 


powerful as other leading kinds. It is ab- 
solutely safe when used full strength, yet 
even when two parts of water are added, 
Pepsodent still kills germs in less than 10 
seconds, Play safe! Guard your health and 
save your hard-earned money! Get Pep- 
sodent Antiseptic at any drug counter. 


° 0 Al Pearce and His Happy -Go-Lucky Gang. Mon., 
New Radio Hit! Wed., and Fri, 5 to 5:30 P.M. Eastern Time, N.B.C. 
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something if you’d try to help him instead 
of pushing him down.” Without a back- 
ward glance she started away, mumbling 
something about having stayed too long, 
leaving the youngsters to straighten out 
their difficulties. 

There were others who were inter- 
ested in Mary Jane Baxter’s disappear- 
ance. Her nephew, Percy, had offered 
$50,000 reward for her return dead or 
alive. Boss Benton, the cause of the 
trouble between Blackie and Julia, de- 
cided that since someone had beat him 
to this snatch job he would have to 
hi-jack the old woman, just as he used 
to hi-jack liquor in the prohibition 
days. Spike and Butch, two of his 
henchmen, were dispatched to look for 
Mary Jane. It was only a matter of 
time before they paid Blackie a visit 
in the barber shop, and there they rec- 
ognized the dog Aubrey. That night 
they returned to kidnap Mary Jane, 
knocking Doc unconscious when he dis- 
covered them taking Queenie away. 

Benton and his gang took her to 
their country hideout and, soon after, 
Blackie went to see Benton pretending 
that he wanted a cut on the ransom. 
Julia tried to restrain Blackie from going 

to Boss Benton. Her strong, young fingers 
clung to his arm. 

“Why are you going? I want to know,” 
she implored. Blackie didn’t answer but 
with an impulsiveness born of desperation 
he took Julia in his arms, kissed her and 
then, pushing her from him, bolted for 
the door. He did not dare answer or stay 
and see her lovely eyes full of tears, her 
mouth trembling, fear of what might hap- 
pen to him in her every gesture. But 
Julia did not need to be told. She knew 
that Blackie had gone to Boss Benton's. 

Knowing of the friendship that existed 
between Blackie and Miss Baxter, Benton 
directed the former to secure the old wom- 


They 


Over there he buys bath things until you 
figure he must be about the cleanest man 
on earth. After experimenting with several 
back-brushes, he finds one with a long 
handle that reaches all’ points North and 
South. He takes it, plus an army of pine- 
soap and shaving necessities. About fifty 
dollars is invested here to keep the Powell 
chassis pure. (But pure!) 

Then, two steps at a time, he proceeds 
to that enchanted balcony where Mr. May- 
brey supervises the vast wines and liquors 
department. Beautiful bottles to dream of. 
It might surprise you to learn that William 
himself does very little tippling, but boy, 
he knows his spirits! He has a cellar that 
would compare favorably with the best in 
the country. He discusses vintages like an 
old hand with the courtly white-haired 
Maybrey, and orders a case of white Bor- 
deaux, Graves, 1904, and a case of red 
Bordeaux Latour, 1911. Then a half dozen 
bottles of Martel Brandy, and a case of 


Moet and Chandon vintage 1921 cham- 
pagne. 
Finally, having invested a neat three 


hundred dollars in his larder and cellar, 
he dashes to Mr. Young’s office to say 
howdy, and they are very apt to sit dis- 
cussing the Sybaritic pleasures of the table 
for an hour. 

This, my wide-eyed children, does not 
happen every day or every week. We just 
happened to be around when Bill was in 
one of his most gorgeous shopping moods. 

Madge Evans has a weakness for fine 
cheeses, and she likes to select them per- 
sonally. Her favorite is a fine high im- 
ported Roquefort (85c the pound) crumbly 
with age and marked like rare marble, of 


an’s signature, so that it might be sent to 


her lawyer as proof that she was actually 
in his possession. He also told Blackie 
that no attempt would be made to return 
Miss Baxter to her family, that she would 
be killed the instant the demanded half 
million dollars was received. 

Benton pushed open the door of the 
room in which Mary Jane was seated with 
the gangsters. They had been alternately 
playing cards and trying to induce the old 
lady to sign the ransom note. Life had 
become curiously difficult for the gangsters 
since Mary Jane entered their home circle. 
She was one victim who, quite unafraid, 


ordered them about and made life generally ~ 


miserable for them. Mary Jane glanced up 
from the table as the door opened and a 
smile lighted her face. 

“Here’s a friend of yours to see you,” 
said Benton. 

“Blackie!” she went toward him. 

“The same old battle axe, grousing and 
beefing about everything.” Blackie was 
deliberately offensive but Mary Jane could 
not know this. “Did you squawk on us 
like a sackful of alley cats? If you wasn’t 
so batty you’d know why we snatched you. 
Tony wants that ransom money to give 
Doc a good leg and an education. He wants 
it so as Julia and Flash and me can have 
a chance. And if you hada heart instead 
of a hunk of iron, you’d sign that ransom 
note and let a swell little guy like Doc get 
something out of life instead of giving it 
all to a mutt.” 

Mary Jane looked at him a moment. She 
didn't believe all that he was saying and 
she didn’t understand that part she be- 
lieved but well she had lived her 
life and this was better than letting that 
nephew of hers get control of her money. 

Blackie left the apartment with Benton, 
who intended making a phone call to Mary 
Jane’s lawyer. From an adjoining booth 
he overheard Blackie secretly calling the 
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which she purchased two pounds the day 
we went shopping with her. (Heigh ho, 
and to think my idea of luxury always has 
been to buy a whole pound of Roquefort 
at once!) 

Mrs. Harold Lloyd buys in large quan- 
tities for her family, and has a lark on her 
shopping expeditions. Eddie Horton stocks 
up with preserved, brandied and spiced 
fruits at intervals, and has no trouble at 
all making up his mind, as you might ex- 
pect from -his genius-of-indecision perform- 
ances. He is an avocado customer, as well. 

Ginger Rogers and Lew Ayres, very 
much suburban householders, take a look 
at all departments, and buy a compre- 
hensive supply of groceries whenever they 
go in Young’s. Ginger is very fond of 
fancy crackers and cookies, the cocktail as- 
sortments in amusing shapes engage her 
interest, as well as the antipastos and ex- 
otic marmalades.. She is fond of a green 
fig marmalade, also one made of lemons. 
These range from 35 to 55 cents a jar. 

When Cecil B. DeMille goes a-marketing, 
it’s a field day for the fancy sausage de- 
partment. Also the antipasto and anchovy 
business. He sweeps a lavish hand right 
down the show-case and says, “Ill take 
some of that.” His preference is for 
piquant and highly seasoned foods. Louis 
B. Mayer has a standing order for kippered 
barracuda and eastern smoked whitefish to 
be delivered to him every week at the 
studio. : 

The best candy customers are Myrna 
Loy (imported chocolates, preferably Dutch, 
and Rademakes’s Pastilles), Katharine Hep- 
burn, Jetta Goudal, and Mrs. Pat OBrien 
—as well as ZaSu, whom we mentioned. 


police, shot him and then fled, while 
Blackie was taken unconscious to the 
prison ward of the hospital. When he re- 
gained consciousness, however, he begged 
te be allowed to take the officers to the 
Benton hideout. Before leaving on this ex- 
pedition the government men released to 
the news agencies an announcement that 
Blackie had died without regaining con- 
sciousness, and when Benton heard this 
on his radio he was greatly relieved. He 
immediately called the lawyer and arranged 
to meet him on a country road near his 
hideout for the “payoff.” 

_ Secretly entering the hideout alone, 
a short while later, Blackie succeeded 
in getting Mary Jane out of a window, 
but is wounded when he is discovered 
by the gangsters guarding her. With- 
in a few minutes a concealed force of 
officers have rounded up the entire 
gang, including Benton himself, in a 
terrific chase and gun battle. 

Mary Jane in the meanwhile, went 
with her lawyers, but was obliged to 
face another examination by the lunacy 
commission, with ‘Tony, Walter, Julia, 
and the boys opposing, with great suc- 
cess, the testimony of Percy and her 
other avaricious relatives. 

“What's so funny, Queenie?” asked Doc 
as the last of the relatives went through 
the door. 

“Ssh!” said Mary Jane. “Listen!” 

Loud voices could be heard through the 
still opened door. They ran to it and 
poked their heads out to see what was 
going on. 

“Come back here, you crazy galoots!” 
Mary Jane calied. “That’s Blackie. I 
sent him out to collect that $50,000 Percy 
offered,” and she rocked back and forth 
with laughter, holding her sides. 

Even Aubrey didn’t know what to make 
of it. 


Know Their Groceriés 


Bill Powell buys a lot of candy at Christ- 


-mas time. 


Charles Laughton is interested in honeys 
and jams—he likes the strange exotic 
Syrian honey, and wild strawberry, wild 
cherry, and brambleberry jams and jellies. 
Warren William’s wife goes shopping for. 
Hawaiian Macadamia nuts, a _ delicious- 


Sally Eilers has the free lunch 


idea, but what she likes, 


she buys. 
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salted meaty nut which has only recently 
been introduced in this country. They sell 
for $1.25 a small jar. Ronald Colman is 
another Macadamia customer, stopping off 
at the store often just to buy them. 

The fresh caviar patrons at the delica- 
tessen counter include Joseph Schenck, who 
can polish off a pound in no time at all. 
He also buys lots of meat, and selects his 
own with unerring judgment. Not long 
ago he made a shopping tour with Merle 
Oberon, and they selected a number of 
delicacies for a party Schenck was giving. 
The Selznicks are fresh caviar fanciers, also. 
(Fresh Beluga is $12.50 a pound, and it 
looks as if you have to be a picture pro- 
ducer to afford it!) 

oan Crawford’s infrequent sorties to the 
market have been mainly for brandied and 
spiced fruits and gift baskets. George 
O'Brien and Marguerite Churchill send 
beautiful baskets to all the new mothers 
they know in the hospitals. Louise Fazenda 
is one of Young’s earliest customers, and 
one of the favorites. She buys everything 
you could possibly think of for her table, 
from the staple comestibles, to the finest 
delicacies. The bakery counter is one of 
her favorites, that department which has 
made some of the most gorgeous birthday 
and wedding cakes Hollywood has ever 
seen. Among many they have accomplished 
was the Lindbergh wedding cake, which cost 
five hundred dollars, and another five hun- 
dred to get it to Mexico intact and in 
time. Louise gives presents to all the clerks 
at Christmas time. 

Gary Cooper used to be an ardent deli- 
catessen customer before he was married— 
he sampled everything, and bought almost 
everything. They don’t see so much of 


him any more. 

One of the most epicurean tables in 
Hollywood is set by Mr. and Mrs. Warner 
Oland, and a trip to the market with that 
discriminating pair is a liberal education. 
They like the wine jellies with meats, and 
usually order some tender little squabs to 
be served with wild rice. ‘Their Mexican 
cook at the beach house in Carpinteria 
uses many exotic herbs and spices, and in 
the Beverly Hills house, they have a Nor- 
wegian cook who varies the menu for them 
with many of Warner’s native dishes. He 
was born in Norway, you know. 

They are especially fond of a Norwegian 
trout in jelly, which arrives in tins straight 
from its native shores. ‘They do a pretty 
thorough job of shopping whenever they 
descend upon Mr. Young’s precinct, and I 
learned from them, for the first time, that 
Bombay Duck is a fish! They also are 
fresh caviar addicts, and in wines prefer 
the Rhine types, Liebfraumilch 1921 being 
their favorite, with a Schloss Johannis- 
berger (from the vineyards of the former 
Crown Prince of Germany) a close second. 

Charley and Mrs. Murray are old-time 
customers who market several times a week. 
Charley has a funny name for all the girls 
in the store. One is Frisco Sal, another 
Louisiana Lou. He likes to select his own 
prime ribs of beef and leg of lamb, and 
makes quite an occasion of it. He is a 
very popular patron, with a new story for 
the manager every time he arrives. 

Nearly all the patrons roam around nib- 
bling on something, a piece of candy or a 
delicacy from the demonstration table, 
until it rather takes on the appearance of 
a party. When Louise Fazenda and ZaSu 
Pitts arrive together, it is a party. 
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Carl Brission buys his Swedish Aaalborg 
Akavit, and Kirsbaer Liqueur up. on the 
balcony, and then makes a systematic col- 
lection of Swedish foods from all over the 
store, even a Swedish licorice candy. 

Wherever they shop, you can depend 
upon it—the stars know what they are buy- 
ing, from pot-roast to plovers eggs—and 
they count among their best days the ones 
when they go to market! 


Ralph Bellamy picks his 
champagne to fit his guests. 


a 


Mildness_ 


Cele have found the mildness 
of cigarette smoke depends not on 
the tobacco but on its preparation. 
The smoke from your Philip Morris 
cigarettes has been proven defi- 
nitely and measurably milder than 
from ordinary cigarettes. This fact 

has been presented to, and accepted 
by, the medical profession. 


HILIP MORRIS 


America’s Finest 
/5§ Cigarette 


“Call for 
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THE NAKED EYE! 


To your naked eye, it probably looks as if 
the country were full of women more beau- 
tiful than you, about to steal your best 
beau! Probably that’s the trouble—your 
naked eye! Try slipping your lashes into 
KurtasH. Lo! your lashes are curled up 
in a fascinating sweep like a movie star's, 
looking twice as long, dark and glamorous. 
Your eyes sparkle (that’s more light enter- 
ing!), are deeper and more colorful! No heat 
—no cosmetics! $1, at stores near you. 
¥ 


Dear Mrs. J. M.—far from being “obvious” 
eye make-up is extremely subtle. Apply a 
little SHapETTE—$1—in blue, violet, green 
or brown to your eyelids, close to the lashes 
and blend it outward. It defies detection but 
how your eyes deepen and sparkle! 


Lashes also need never look “made up.” 
Try this Lashtint Compact. The little sponge 
stays damp for hours—and supplies just the 
right moisture to insure even applications 
of the fine mascara. Result: silky, natural 
looking lashes! $1, in black, blue or brown. 


Kulashe 


Jane Heath will gladly send you personal advice on 
eye beauty tf you drop her a note care of Department 
D-12. The Kurlash Company, Rochester, N. Y. The 
Kurlash Company of Canada, at Toronto, 3. 


Hongkong’s Contribution 


[Continued from page 25] 


used to poses, pretenses and outbursts of 
temperament among the movie great. 

I said her story reads like fiction, and 
see if you will agree with me. 

The Jenkin mansion in Hongkong is 
one of the show places of the town. Situ- 
ated on the Peak, a high promontory, it 
commands a magnificent view of the pic- 
turesque harbor and the seething city be- 
low. Wendy’s earliest memories are the 
family dinners on the moonlit veranda of 
their home, with no lights or candles 
needed on the table, so bright was the 
Oriental moonlight, and ceremonious Chi- 
nese servants waiting on them. She has 
also fond memories of her amah, the na- 
tive nurse who attended her. 

She went to an exclusive school in Hong- 
kong, but the malarial climate got her 
down, and, when ‘she was ten, she was sent 
to London, accompanied by her mother, 
and placed in the Convent of the Assump- 
tion. There have been many priests and 
nuns in her family. It was in the sunny 
cloisters of this convent that she spent her 
most formative years and acquired the 
greater part of her formal education. Six 
or seven years later she returned to Hong- 
kong, to find that her amah was gone and 
the grass looked lovelier on their lawn. 
She was no longer the frail child her father 
used to know, but a trim young lady, using 
lipstick and powder and with ideas of her 
own. Some of these ideas did not coincide 
with those held by the estimable King’s 
Counsel. She sailed back to Europe, travel- 
ing alone, and leaving an irate father be- 
hind her. She was placed at an ultra-smart 
finishing school in Geneva to round out 
her education, and here she learned to 
speak French fluently. 

But apparently Wendy wasn’t a model 
pupil, extremely bright though she was. “I 
have been expelled from every school I 
have attended,’ she laughed. “I always 
hated to study.” 

“You look very Nordic, but you are as 
peppery as a Spanish girl,” I said. 

“Oh, I am sure I have some Spanish 
blood in me! I must have. I am Irish on 
my mother’s side, you know. Inter-marri- 
ages were quite common between the Irish 
and the Spanish.” 

“What plans did your parents have for 
you? Exactly what did your father want 
you to become?” 

“What other plans could they have but 
having me presented at the Court and 
marrying me off to an English peer?” And 
she added indignantly, “My father wanted 
me to settle down in Mayfair or in the 
country and become a placid English 
matron.” 

One day while she was engaged in an 
animated conversation with her young es- 
cort at the Savoy in London, where the 
Mayfair crowd dines, the British producer, 
Alexander Korda, approached her and pro- 
pesed to give her a screen test. He wanted 
to prove to a friend that acting talent is 
inborn and cannot be acquired. Her facial 
expressions had attracted him; he was cer- 
tain she could be a good actress. 

Her mother disapproved of her entering 
the acting profession, and it was such a 
shock to her father that he still refuses to 
answer her letters, although it is said the 
living room of the Jenkin mansion on 
the Peak is littered with newspaper clip- 
pings and magazine articles describing the 
screen triumphs of their daughter. 

“But mother and I have always been 
pals,” she said. “She married very young, 


and you wouldn’t think she could have a 
daughter of my age if you were to see her. 
People tell me I am her exact image when 
she was my age, that I even talk, laugh, 
and walk like her. I prevailed upon 
mother to let me take the test. It proved 
successful, and I was cast in “The Wedding 
Rehearsal,’ with Roland Young.” 

Other pictures followed. During the 
filming of “Henry VIII,” “shot on the cuff,” 
as she says, Charles Laughton took her 
under his wing and taught her the tricks 
of the acting profession. But hardly had 
this picture been released when she met 
young Woolworth Donahue, heir of the 
five and ten millions, at the celebrated wed- 
ding of Barbara Hutton and the late Alexis 


Mdivani. ‘Their friendship ripened into a 
romance. “Men never fall for me at once,” 
she said. “I am not pretty enough for 
that. I have adored four men, and in 


every case Our romantic attachment grad- 
ually grew out of our friendship for each 
other. I have to be somewhat of a pal 
before I can love a man.” 

She asked Korda to release her from her — 
contract, and wearing a huge star sapphire 
on her left hand, she sailed for New York, 
filled with high hopes of raising-a family 
of her own. The maternal instinct is very 
strong in her. But fate decreed otherwise. 
The reception she received from the parents 
of her fiance was anything but cordial. 
They looked down upon her as an actress, 
and this hurt her deeply, because she is as 
proud of her family as they are of theirs. 
Heartbroken, she discussed every phase of 
the situation with the young socialite, and 
they decided to part, as good friends. 

She found herself alone in the Big City, 
nervous, exhausted from the shock of her 
broken romance. When it rains it pours; 
misfortunes never come alone. She fell ill 
with a severe attack of influenza, and there 
was nobody to take care of her. Her health 
has never been robust, due to repeated at- 
tacks of malaria during her childhood. 
Those were bleak days indeed for the sunny 
Wendy. She came to California on an air- 
liner to rest and recover her shattered 
health—and “‘to forget.” The desert sun at 
Palm Springs restored her to health and to 
a comparative calm. Her fair, delicate skin 
was tanned to a rich golden brown. 

She moved to a hotel in Holly- 
wood. She had no financial worries, as 
checks from the profits of “Henry VIII” 
kept her well supplied with funds. That 
picture was a cooperative enterprise for 
the cast, each getting a percentage of the 
profits. 

One day, while dining at the Vendome, 
one of the famous restaurants catering to 
the appetites of screen celebrities, she en- 
gaged in a verbal altercation with a cer- 
tain gentleman, which proved to be 
instrumental in getting her a studio con- 
tract. Zeppo Marx, of the mad Marx 
brothers, now an agent, happened to wit- 
ness her verbal fireworks, and, fascinated, 
assured her some studio could make good 
use of her talents. Ten days later Para- 
mount offered her a long term contract. 

Paramount has big plans for her, and 
considers her one of its white hopes for 
screen honors. But she doesn’t know what 
fame means, and didn’t impress me as one 
who takes her career too seriously. When 
I asked her what is her great ambition in 
life, she said: 

“To marry and have a baby.” 

May the gods always be tender with her. 


Hee HOPPER is coaching the new import, Jan Kiepura, 

in diction. His new picture for Paramount will be “Give 

It is expected that he will be a sensation 
in Hollywood. 


Us This Night.” 
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Our “Lily Of The Opera” 


[Continued from page 33] 


critic of note, held a different opinion. He 
took her to Alberti de Gorostiago, a famous 
voice teacher, and de Gorostiago agreed 
with him. So Lily commenced studying 
voice, a study so exacting that her entire 
life had to be and is still regulated by 
it. Regular hours, regular diet, little or 
no social diversion—these must be hers if 
she wished to “get anywhere.” And Lily 
definitely did. 

In due course of time she sang at pro- 
vincial opera houses all over her native 
France, until, in 1931, she made her famous 
debut at the Metropolitan in New York— 
the mecca of all opera singers. At that 
time Lily was just twenty-seven years old, 
she was slim and graceful and extremely 
easy to look upon, and her exceptional 
coloratura soprano permitted the staid old 
Metropolitan to add new laurels to its 
already illustrious brow. For her mar- 
vellous voice range made it possible for 
them to introduce a most colorful opera 
into its repertoire—“Lakme’’—unfamiliar to 
most of us only because it is so seldom 
that a singer can be found whose range in- 
cludes its unusually high notes. 

From then on the years sped quickly for 
Lily. All over the world she travelled, 
singing her way into the hearts of music 
lovers. A divorce from her husband was 
rumored and then became a _ reality; 
another marriage was predicted between 
her and a titled German doctor, but this 
came to naught. Another romance is now 
rumored between her and Andre Kostela- 
netz, her musical director in “I Dream Too 
Much” and on the radio. Lily says nothing 
about marriage but she does say that “Mr. 
Kostelanetz gives me so much confidence 
that when I sing on the radio I forget to 
be nervous. In opera I never forget. And 
on the screen I never have to forget. Odd, 
west ce pas?” 

Lily enjoyed Hollywood, but it is New 
York that she loves more than any other 
city in the world. Recently she bought 
a home in Connecticut, and it is there she 
goes after her broadcast in New York each 
Wednesday night. “I do not know what 
to make of this leisure,” she told me with 
a shrug of her expressive shoulders. “I do 
not sing at the Metropolitan until Decem- 
ber, and I broadcast only once a week. In 
the meantime I have leisure for the first 
time in years. But I can’t do with it what 
I want. Always I have to watch the voice. 
I must not get tired. I must not catch cold. 
I must not—oh, never must I get sick!” 

Ah, yes! Lily Pons is a success all right. 
But withal she has not lost the common 
touch. She likes simple, unaffected people. 
She likes simple clothes. “I buy my lingerie 
in Paris,’ she informed me, and her bisque- 
colored silk lounging pajamas paid ample 
tribute to her native habitat. In New York 
I buy all my other clothes. All tailored. 
I do not like frills. In South America 1 
buy my shoes.” I did not ask her why 
because I knew instinctively there wasn’t 
a shop in America that could fashion shoes 
small enough for the Pons foot, which is 
size one and a half, and the cutest foot in 
the world, if you want to take it from one 
who has seen it that close. 


AND THANKSGIVING COMING! 


RS. KALMUS, the authority on 

technicolor, says that the stars can 
now start eating again, for while black 
and white photography adds pounds to 
one’s appearance, color photography 
works just the other way—every star ap- 
pears slim and lovely. 
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Sweetened Con 


FREE! New Cook Book of Wonders! 


New! New! NEW! Just off the press! “Magic Recipes” is a thrilling new | 
successor to “Amazing Short-cuts.” Gives you brand-new recipes—unbelievably 
quick and easy—for pies, cookies, candies, frostings! Sure-fire custards! Easy- 

to-make refrigerator cakes! Quicker ways to delicious salad dressings, sauces, | 
beverages, ice creams (freezer and automatic). Address: The Borden Sales Co., E 


Inc., Dept. SU-125, 350 Madison Ave., New York, N. Y. 


RECIPES 
Quicker, easier 4 Name 
BY crer to succeed 3 
Street 
City. State 


; (#rint name and address plainly) 
This coupon may be pasted on a penny postcard. 


J) genuine five point, perfect full-cut diamond like il- 


lustration at a price you can afford to pay. A beauti- 
ful genuine diamond set in square setting in latest 
style mounting of ten carat with solid white gold 


top and natural gold band. This amazing diamond 
ring value is offered on our absolute Money Back 
Guarantee. If not satisfied, you may return it and 
your full purchase price will be refunded immedi- 
ately. If you desire, Send No Money, but simply pay postman upon arrival $9.45 
plus a few cents C.0.D. charges. When money accompanies order, send in (currency, 
money or express order or personal check.) To determine size of ring, cut cardboard 
or stiff paper same size of ring that fits your finger and send with order. This amazing 
offer is your golden opportunity to own a beautiful genuine diamond. Send today. 
Pacific Diamond Company, Dept. 10, Foreman Bldg., Los Angeles, Calif. 


Postage 
Prepaid 


TAKE iT OUT... 
Quickly—Safely—Scientifically 
TO AVOID DANGEROUS INFECTION 


The sharp tack-like point of a corn— under shoe 
pressure is forced deep into sensitive flesh and 
nerves that carry piercing pains through the body. 
That’s why a corn seems “to hurt all over.” 


To stop torture instantly — center the dainty soft 
felt Blue-Jay Pad over the sore area. Shoe pressure 
is lifted and pain ceases. Pad is securely held with 
exclusive Wet-Pruf Adhesive strip (waterproof, 
soft kid-like finish—won’t cling to stocking). 
Remove corn completely, safely, quickly — In 
only three days the mild scientific Blue-Jay medi- 
cation softens and loosens the dead skin tissue that 
forms the corn. Simply lift it out and enjoy new 
foot comfort. 


GET BLUE-JAY TODAY! 25c at All Drug Stores 
© The Kendall Co. 


BLUE-JAY 
BAUER & BLACK SCIENTIFIC 


CORN PLASTER 


Beauty of skin comes from 
within. When constipation 
clogs the pores with intes- 
tinal wastes, CLEANSE IN- 
TERNALLY with Garfield 
Tea. Helps relieve the clog- 
ged system promptly, mildly, 
effectively. At your drug 
store—i0c and 25c. 


“One application of Sem-Pray Creme 
made my red, rough skin lovelier.”-—Mrs. 
E. P. M., Omaha, Neb. Sem-Pray’s rare 
Eastern oils clear, freshen, soften skin in- 
stantly. Also smooths away erasable lines, 
wrinkles. Refines pores. Concentrated. 
Outlasts 5 ordinary jars of cream. Get Sem- 
Pray today at all good drug and depart- 
ment stores, 60c. Or send 10c for 7 days 
supply, to Mme. LaNore, Sem-Pray Sa- 
lons, Grand Rapids, Mich., Suite 127-S. 
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The Folks Next Door 


[Continued from page 53] 


guessed, but it isn’t all lyric-oh no. Dick 
can play several musical instruments, or so 
he and a few thousand other people 
thought, until recently, when his secretary 
handed him a letter from a young lady 
who lived near, which read: “—and if Mr. 
Powell must keep up that din night after 
night why doesn’t he learn how to play!” 
Practicing, you see, is a different thing 
from the finished product as you hear it 
in the theatre. 

But it’s an ill wind that doesn’t blow 
some fresh air to somebody. The next day 
the real estate people got a commission to 
hunt for a country home for Dick. 

Young George Breakston has a desert 
tortoise, several in fact. He polishes their 
backs so that they shine like anything, and 
each one has his name and address and 
“please return” carved.in its back. Some- 
times they wander a mile or more away, 
and so far have been good-naturedly re- 
turned, but when they burrow into the 
petunia beds of the lady next door George 
takes time to pull himself together before 
he calls to collect them. 

Bette Davis bought an old model T 
Tord for eighteen dollars and she and her 
husband Harmon Nelson got a great kick 
out of going to all the swanky film open- 
ings and parties in it. Well that’s all 
right—it was done for a joke and hostesses 
got as much fun out of the prank, since 
it was Bette Davis who did it, as Bette 
herself. But if you were Bette’s next door 
neighbor, would you like to have a comedy 
coach like that parked practically in front 
of your house hour after hour. Not if you 
lived on a Rolls Royce or Packard street, 
you wouldn’t. So until Bette got tired of 
the gag and bought a real car, she wasn’t 
very popular in the neighborhood. 

Roger Pryor lives in an apartment house 
and he loves skeet shooting, and that’s 
not a good combination. Everyone in the 


house seems to like Roger well enough, 


some of the inmates are film people like 
himself, but they don’t like his shooting 
and they have formed a little conspiracy 
against him. When they hear him making 
for the roof, and the noise proclaims the 
fact that he has arrived, they straggle up 
there, too, for sun baths, to play ping pong 
or quoits or hand ball. This clutters up 
the roof and cramps Roger’s style and re- 
cently he confided to a friend that he was 
soing to move into a house so he wouldn't 
be eternally pestered by the neighbors! 

If you're going to continue the skeet 
shooting, Roger, a house won't do you a 
bit of good—you'll have to buy a ranch in 


Chatsworth or the Santa Monica mountains, 
and even then look out for the echo. No 
neighbor would like an echo booming in 
his window minute after minute. Even 
though you’re a movie celeb and wired 
for sound. 

With Warren William it’s dogs. Be- 
lieve it, or not, some people do keep chick- 
ens in and around Hollywood and Beverly 
Hills and Warren’s dogs like *em. Chicken 
killing is really a bad habit and I’m sur- 
prised Warren hasn’t spoken harshly to his 
pups or whatever it is you do to break 
dogs of this habit but, if he has tried, his 
methods haven’t worked. So far all the 
headway he has been able to make with 
the irate owners of the chicks is to pay 
the bills—and you’d be surprised how much 
more expensive a dead chicken is than a 
live one. 

Adrienne Ames has a badminton court 
and she likes to play at night. The catch 
to that is that she has to have flood lights 
on the court whch shine or rather glare 
into the rooms of the houses on both sides 
of her. Her neighbors seethed in silence 
for awhile with Adrienne quite unconscious 
of the discomfort she was causing, until 
one evening she heard some one say, 
“There’s that woman playing badminton 
again,’ and down went the shades. Next 
day the electricians were busy turning the 
lights so that they would stay on the court 
where they belonged. 

A day or so after Ralph and Catherine 
Bellamy moved into their new apartment 
they dashed down one morning early to 
try out the tennis court that lay between 
the apartment house and the somewhat 
imposing home next door. They hadn’t 
been playing long when two young and 
very attractive girls appeared, all ready for 
a game of tennis, and they seemed much 
surprised that the court was occupied. 
“Muscled in on their hour,” thought Ralph 
and went on playing. He muffed a ball 
and as he went to get it he heard one of 
them say, “I -wouldn’t say anything—he'll 
get discouraged soon.” 

That rankled because Ralph isn’t a bad 
player but, then again, he isn’t Fred Perry 
either and the first thing he knew he had 
an inferiority complex and began missing 
balls all over the place. 

“My tennis isn’t so bad people have to 
feel sorry for me, is it?” he asked his wife 
as they left—a lot sooner than he had at 
first intended. 

“No dear—but I think that was just a 
polite way of asking us to get off their 
private tennis court!” 


Tibbett—_The Troubadour 


[Continued from page 24] 


Have I fotgotten to mention he was a 
symphony of tonal beauty, all togged out 
in cream silk pajamas with a high Russian 
collar and trimmed in a dull mahogany 
red that harmonized perfectly with the 
walls, and with a robe to match? He was, 
and the press was duly overwhelmed! 

But never fear that Larry’s going arty 
on us in the fillums. He takes nothing 
seriously, least of all himself, and he has 
a perfectly gorgeous sense of humor that 
some one may have the good sense to rec- 
ognize and do something constructive 
about. At any rate forget he’s a Metro- 
politan star and all the stuffy traditions 
that have come to be associated with such 
Elysian grandeur and take Larry for what 
he is, a pretty swell guy who’s about to 
sally forth in a moompichur that, he 
feels, will at last give him the chance 


Grace Moore had in “One Night of Love.” 

“It was terrible,’ he will assure you, 
“how unprepared motion pictures were, 
just a few years ago, for the recording of 
voice. But we must not forget those first 
sad efforts were part of the pioneering 
spirit which has made possible the fine 
musical film of today. However I, for one, 
am proud of having been part of that 
frightfully premature effort. I have al- 
ways militantly pioneered for popular- 
priced English-spoken opera and I really 
believe the cinema has solved the problem 
for the music-hungry masses. I am also 
firmly convinced that fine musicals have 
progressed beyond the cycle stage, and 
now, fully entrenched, are to become an 
integral part of basic motion picture pro- 
duction!” 


And there you are! So you'd better tune 
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the old pianner up and get a load of Tris- 
tan and Isolde before the boy friend asks 
you down to the Gem to break a chocolate 
bar with him! 

Tibbett is a California village lad who’s 
shortly to be given the Golden Gate on a 
silver platter because he worked darn hard 
for it! He was going to be a Sheriff, like 
his dad, until his father was brought home 
dead, with his boots on! He was seven 
and his mother said from then on he could 
only play sheriff. 

Subsequently he appeared in Shakespear- 
ean companies, joined the U. S. Navy 
during the War and, when he enjoyed two 
decisive operatic successes in 1923 at the 
Hollywood Bowl, decided definitely in 
favor of singing. By this time, at 22, with 
a $500 bankroll, he had married and his 
wife had had twin sons; but imbued with 
a new faith in his singing ability he sought 
and obtained the financial backing of a 
wealthy art patron. 

And so he came East to earn success, 
which was climaxed, during his second sea- 
son at the Met, by actually stopping the 
show for a quarter of an hour while the 
frenzied audience acclaimed him! It was 
a real triumph for an all-American bari- 
tone, for up to that time a boy with Welsh, 
German and Celtic blood had as much 
chance in grand opera as a fan dancer in 
a raccoon Coat. 

Yet I really believe overcoming that one 
additional obstacle made the game just 
that much more interesting to left tackle 
Tibbett. At any rate he loves a good joke, 
whether it’s on you, me, or even himself! 

He told me something that had occurred 
recently at his gym. He goes in much for 
hand ball, swimming and other virile 
sports and takes his fame and renown as 
a he-man should. So it is that many 
acquaintances at his club and gym know 
him simply as “Larry.” 

One rather nice chap, a serious-minded 
man, had taken an obvious fancy to him 
and whenever they met took occasion to 
talk. It had so happened that a fellow 
member was having financial difficulties— 
which isn’t an isolated case in this merry 
year of 35—and was not seen about, hav- 
ing to devote all his time to flagging a 
tobogganing business. The serious man 
related this to Larry, with proper sym- 
pathy. And Tibbett said a few apt words 
about how sorry he was—that while things, 
generally, were looking up, some fellows 
were still having their difficulties. And in 
he went to take his shower, which was 
accompanied by the free distribution of 
about $3,000 worth of “Emperor Jones.” 

A few days later, the serious man 
sneaked out to where Tibbett was doing 
a private work-out and, edging over, he 
confidentially asked him to sit down. Larry 
hadn't the slightest intimation whether he 
was going to be asked to refinance the now 
possibly bankrupt young man, or what. 
But soon he was treated to some very in- 
teresting information. 

His companion recalled their talk of the 
other day and told him not to worry. No, 
he had heard him singing when he was 
taking his shower and that, while he was 
no Gatti-Cazzaza, he guessed he knew a 
nice voice when he heard one. Well he 
figured that with a little training he 
wouldn’t have a half bad chance, no sir! 
to get some work, if conditions warranted, 
on a small radio station of which a friend 
of his was a director. Of course it wouldn't 
pay exactly the kind of money the crooners 
make, ha-ha, but he figured it would be a 
stop-gap until he got back on his feet, and 
of course he wouldn’t say anything around 
the club about it.... 

Larry thinks that’s the swellest situation 
that’s yet come up in a life brimful of 
Situations. 

“Did I tell you about the time I was 
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A YEAR-ROUND CHRISTMAS GIFT 
from SILVER SCREEN—for You! 


Here's your chance to do some of your Christmas 
shopping . . . ideally, inexpensively . . . and at the 
same time get FREE a year’s subscription to SILVER 
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STOP A 


COLD 


THE FIRST DAY! 


Drive It Gut 
of Your System! 


COLD once rooted is a cold of danger! 
Trust to no makeshift method. 

A cold, being an internal infection, calls for 
internal treatment. A cold also calls foraCOLD 
treatment and not a preparation good for a 
number of other things as well. 

Grove’s Laxative Bromo Quinine is definite 
treatment for a cold. It is expressly a cold treat- 
ment in tablet form. It is internal in effect and 
it does four important things. 


Four Effects 


First, it opens the bowels. Second, it checks 
the infection in the system. Third, it relieves 
the headache and fever. Fourth, it tones the sys- 
tem and helps fortify against further attack. 

Grove’s Bromo Quinine is distinguished for 
this fourfold effect and it is what you want for 
the prompt relief of a cold. 

All drug stores sell 
Grove’s Laxative Bromo 
Quinine. When you ask 
for it, don’t let anyone 
switch you to something 
else, for amy reason! The 
cost is small, but the 
stake is large! 


A Cold is an 
Internal Infection 
and Requires 


GROVE'S LAXATIVE 
BROMO 
QUININE 


arrested for singing?” he asked. 

I was sure he hadn’t. 

“No,” he admitted, “I’ve never confessed 
that one, but why not?” and he vigorously 
launched into that merry little anecdote. 

He and a group of men were doing the 
Los Angeles night spots. .Tibbett enjoys 
men’s company and frequently spends an 
off-night going around with “the boys.” 
Well, this night, after three or four—or five 
or six—cocktails they arrived at another 
restaurant, and, after ordering, Tibbett 
broke into song. The proprietor didn’t 
know who he was but he just didn’t like 
the “noise,” and standing on his constitu- 
tional rights—that patrons must not create 
a nuisance— (and figuring that this stran- 
ger’s singing came in under that heading), 
he told him to stop or he would call the 
police. 

Tibbett didn’t stop and the police were 
called, and their whole crowd ended up in 
jail, under false names of course. One of 
the men assured Larry he had “a very 
important badge,” which made them all 
feel a lot better. As they were about to 
be excused with a reprimand the man who 
had the “very important badge” brought 
it into play—and they were all promptly 
locked up for the night! 

There Tibbett gave his very best “com- 
mand” performance—requested by their 
fellow prisoners. ‘The concert lasted long 
into the night, the little jail echoing with 
the prisoner’s song from Faust, down the 
whole gamut to the popular ballad of the 
same name. And finally, by popular de- 
mand, he sang “Frankie and Johnnie” in 
its practically limitless variations. 

Came morning and each member of the 
party was required to pay a fine of $25.00 
—all, that is, except the man with the 
“very important badge.” He paid $75.00! 

When Larry arrived home he had a fine 
story thought up which included all the 
best elements of a serial. It included sit- 
ting up with a sick friend, the breakdown 
of his car and an all night rehearsal. Prac- 
tically fool-proof you can see. Check, 
double-check —and finally double-cross, 
when the morning papers arrived, with a 
front page photo of the famous opera star, 
his hands protecting his face, but with a 


pat little caption that struck a new high 
note in domestic scenes. ... 

Although he will sing at the oddest mo- 
ments and in the most unexpected places, 
he has learned that singing on a full stom- 
ach can bring on more false rumors than 
a columnist. 

Of course he knows that singers shouldn’t 
vocalize immediately after dinner—but peo- 
ple are so insistent and, as he says, he’s 
putty in the hands of a charming hostess. 
He agreed on just “one number.” And, as 
he had fully expected, he “cracked” on a 
high note—but it didn’t take as long as it 
does to trill a few grace notes before the 
news was around that Tibbett had cracked, 
poor old Tibbett, an awfully good singer 
in his day! In fact the rumor got so “hot” 
that a musical comedy producer ap- 
proached him a couple of days after with 
a contract and assured him, as between a 
couple of regular guys, that he wouldn't 
give him any high notes. You can imagine 
what a laugh Larry got out of thai one! 

His first wife was a poetess and being 
temperamentally unsuited they were di- 
vorced a few years ago. Shortly after, he 
remarried, and there is a new son, Michael, 
aged a year and a half. The second Mrs. 
Tibbett, Larry met at the end of a concert © 
when, fagged by repeated encores, he had 
refused to sing any more. However when 
she asked him “Please, to sing just one 
more,” he complied. That was the begin- 
ning of their romance which has since 
become a very successful marriage—and 
which, he believes, has happily reflected in 
his work. His spare time is spent on their 
farm at Wilton, Connecticut, where he 
keeps sheep, chops wood and is a dillitante 
farmer. Michael, he insists, likes it too. 

But about singing in the bathtub, which 
is really what I started out to say in the 
beginning. 

Larry insists that the self-confidence 
gained by a really enthusiastic bathtub 
singer would go a long way toward estab- 
lishing an embryonic Caruso or Lily Pons; 
provided, of course, you have the vocal 
chords to begin with, the timbre, the range 
and the intrinsic quality. At least if you 
don’t become a Tibbett it’s good clean fun. 
We must try it some time! 


Studio News 


[Continued from page 10] 


Before she can answer, Pat appears. 
“Through lunch yet?” he asks Melton, pay- 
ing less than no attention to Frank. 

“Just the dessert,” Jim answers. 


“Never mind the dessert,” Pat says, 
“we're going to the Sky Club.” 
“The Sky Club!” Frank butts in. “At 


one in the afternoon?” 

“Kid,” Pat remarks quietly to Melton, 
“the top! Success! I just signed a contract 
with Bill Ford for you to co-star with Joan 
Garrott (Jane Froman).” 

Just then the waiter appears with the 
dessert. “You eat it,’ Melton suggests hap- 
pily to Frank, “and here’s something to go 
with it.” He throws a ten spot on the 
table as a tip and starts off with Pat. 

McHugh looks at the bill, his eyes bulg- 
ing with astonishment. “When song plug- 
ging gets a little slow,” he ejaculates, “Bugs 
Kramer becomes a waiter.” 

I don’t blame you, Frank, but waiting 
doesn’t always pay like that. I’ve been a 
waiter for years—waiting for ships that 
never come in. é 

We mustn’t get morbid, though. Next, 
my little lads and lassies, we have that 
sterling trio—Joan Blondell, Glenda Farrell 
and Hugh Herbert (with Allen Jenkins 


thrown in for good measure) in an opus 
yclept “Miss Pacific Fleet.” 

“It’s just started,” Joan informs me gayly, 
“so, of course, no one knows the plot. But 
here Glenda and I are in the sitting room 
of our apartment with a bill for $60 rent, 
marked ‘Final Notice. And you know as 
well as I do, that when you can’t pay, that’s 
an Afghanistan request to get out.” 

Before she can explain more they start a 
take and Jenkins (one of the gobs in the 
fleet) appears in the kitchen doorway with 
his mouth full of watermelon. “Hey!” he 
bellows, “ain’t you got any bananas?” 

“Can you imagine that!” cries Glenda. 

“I'm hungry,” Allen whines. 

“How in the world can you eat water- 
melon, cucumbers, cheese and then want 
bananas?” Joan puts in, exasperated. 

“Can I help it if I like bicarbonate?’ 
Jenkins demands in a hurt tone. 

Well, it goes on like that for a time and 
then they come to the problem of rent. 
Allen, of all people, has an idea. Hes 
going to box in a couple of weeks and if 
he wins, instead of dough he gets 5,000 
votes in a popularity contest to be held in | 
an effort to elect a queen for the Pacific | 
fleet. The winner receives $2,500 in cash, | 
a trip to New York for herself and com- 


, 


‘avoid running into each other. 
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panion, two complete wardrobes and na- 
tionwide publicity. 

You can easily understand that with 
Jenkins and the whole Pacific fleet in back 
of her, Joan is a cinch to win. Now, as I 
told you, I don’t know the plot but I sus- 
pect Joan cops the prize, the whole fleet 
shows up in New York and each gob who 
has voted for her expects at least a date 
in return and it’s going to prove mighty 
bothersome to Joan and Glenda when they 
really want to get to work on some big 
league stuff in the metropolis. 

The dialogue is swell in this and it 
ought to prove another of those laugh pro- 
vokers the public is nuts about even 
though Joan, Glenda and Hughie aren't. 


Besides this, we have Kay Francis in her 
first picture in months—‘I Found Stella 
Parrish.” Stella is an actress but something 
has happened in London, so she makes her- 
self up as a very middle-aged woman, puts 
herself and her chee-ild aboard a liner for 
New York and no one knows what’s become 
of her. The world is looking for Stella 
Parrish. 

We pick up Kay (as Stella) and Jan 
Hunter, a star reporter who has been 
poured aboard the boat (by mistake) in 
full evening clothes, as they meet outside 
the entrance to the ship’s store. ‘There is 
a good deal of bobbing back and forth to 
Finally 
they start in the same direction and col- 
lide. They both put their hands up to 
lessen the impact but Hunter steps on her 
foot. Her face contorts with pain. 

“So sorry,’ he murmurs. 

“That’s all right, young man,” she 
answers politely, although it’s killing her. — 

“Any serious damages?” he asks solici- 
tously. 

“Only a toe,” Kay replies grimly. “At 
my age I have the consolation of knowing 
I won't need it much longer.” 

“Stupid of me,” he goes on contritely. 

“Wasn't it?” she agrees, walking towards 
the door. Noticing where she is going, he 
hurries past her and holds it open for her 
very graciously and contritely. “Thank 
you,” Kay acknowledges his courtesy. “You 
may be clumsy but you’re quite a polite 
young man.” You may have surmised by 
now that this is the start of a great and 
beautiful friendship. 

No stills are to be made of Kay in her 
middle-aged make-up so you'll have to wait 
for the picture to see how she looks, but 
she’s really sumpin! 

“Hi, Dick,” says Mervyn Leroy, Warner 
Brothers’ ace director. “Come on and I'll 
show you this ship we've built on the lot 


here. It’s a reproduction of the Norman- 
die.” Mervyn takes me over it from stem 


to stern and there is absolutely no scene 
that might be required aboard ship that 
cannot be shot here. There is everything— 
from the promenade decks to the salons, 
cabins, engine rooms, baggage rooms, din- 
ing rooms to the pilot house. 

In one scene of this picture some of the 
passengers are supposed to be playing shuf- 
fleboard. Mervyn inspects the set that has 
just been brought up. ‘Where'd you get 
this?” he demands. “Did the prop depart- 
ment make it? It’s all wrong. I'd be 
laughed out of pictures if anyone who had 
ever been on a ship saw a pusher like 
this.” 

The amount of detail that goes into the 
making of a picture never ceases to amaze 
me. Suppose Mervyn hadn’t caught that. 
But I suppose it’s because he does catch 
things like that he’s considered such a fine 
director. 


Lastly we come to “Captain Blood.” 
This is one of Warner Brothers’ epics. The 
production schedule calls for the outlay 
of close to a million dollars. It is hoped 


the picture will make stars of Errol Flynn 
and Olivia de Havilland. But, alas! They 
are not shooting one of the big scenes to- 
day. The scene is one of the closing shots 
in the picture and it is merely a corner 
of the governor’s judgment hall. 

I can’t always understand genius but I 
can always recognize it. And when I see 
Director Michael Curtiz sitting dejectedly 
on a truck, lost in meditation, a spotlight 
playing full upon him, even I must realize 
I am in the presence of genius, although I 
must also confess the picture he presents 
suggests nothing more to me than a song 
from “The Bohemian Girl” called “The 
Heart Bowed Down.” Suddenly he pulls 


“Captain Blood” (gory title) is one 
of the new cycle costume pictures 


with action. Errol Flynn and Olivia 


de Havilland. 


himself together and calls for action. Flynn 
and Olivia run inside to hide, at the ap- 
proach of some troops. 

“How’s this?” Flynn asks, indicating the 
room as a place in which to conceal them- 
selves. 

“You must be mad!” 
“He'll come here first!” 

“Good!” Errol exults. “I forget to tell 
you: the Governor and I are on the best 
of terms now. Yes, the very best of terms. 
Sometimes I think I’m the best friend he 
has in the world . . . When did you find 
out you loved me?” 

But Olivia only stares at him without 
answering. 

“A nice man, the Governor,” Flynn ram- 
bles on. “Lets me come and go here as I 
please. In fact—look—he even lets me sit 
in his chair.” He has been moving about 
the room as he talks and his speech finally 
carries him to the Governor’s big desk. He 
planks down in the chair behind the desk 
and looks at her. She stares at him in- 
credulously, then gives it all up and begins 
to sob. For my own part, I suspect Errol 
is the Governor. 

For no reason at all, when I leave War- 
ners I duck over to— 


Olivia breathes. 


United Artists 
ERE is only one picture shooting here 
and that is the Samuel Goldwyn _pro- 
duction of “Splendor,” starring Miriam 
Hopkins and Joel McCrea. 

The story, briefly, is that of a fine, but 
impoverished, old family headed by Helen 
Westley. They won't give up the ship. 
You know how Dick Powell sings in “Ship- 
mates Forever’— 


“We won't give up, 
We won’t give up the ship.” 


Anyhow, there’s no reason for them to give 
up because they have a very personable son 
(Joel McCrea) whom they expect to marry 
a very rich girl (Ruth Weston) who ‘is in 
love with him. But Joel throws a monkey 
wrench into the works when he goes down 
South, meets Miriam, falls in love with her 
and marries her. And here they are out 


ee Si WOMAV 


HER ADVANTAGE OVER OTHERS 


Do you know a woman who is never at a 
disadvantage, never breaks engagements, 
never pleads that she is “‘indisposed,”’ 
and whose spirits never seem to droop? 

She is apt to be that eighth woman who 
has learned to rely on Midol. 


Eight million women once suffered 
every month. Had difficult days when 
they had to save themselves, and favor 
themselves, or suffer severely. But a mil- 
lion have accepted the relief of Midol. 


Are you a martyr to “regular’’ pain? 
Must you favor yourself, save yourself, on 
certain days of every month? Midol might 
change all this. Might have you playing 
golf. And even if it didn’t make you com- 
pletely comfortable you would receive a 
measure of relief well worth while! Midol 
is effective even when the pain has caught 
you unaware and has reached its height. 
It’s effective for hours, so two tablets 
should see you through your worst day. 
And they do not contain any narcotic. 


You'll find Midol in any drug store — 
usually right out on the toilet goods 
counter. Or, a card addressed to Midol, 
170 Varick St., New York, will bring a 
trial box postpaid, plainly wrapped. 


ALWAYS HERSELF—Naiture doesn’t keep 
the eighth woman off the links—or from other 
strenuous activities. Midol means freedom 
from the old martyrdom to “regular” pain, 
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JUNGLE MADNESS 
FOR CULTURED LIPS 


Here’s a freshly dif- 


ferent, more alluring 


Leis hten oe 
lipstick shade that brings ™ 


to lips the sublime madness 
of a moon-kissed jungle night— 
the new Jungle shade of SavacE 
Lipstick! It’s a brilliant, vivid, 
brighter ced—the most exotic color 
ever put into lipstick—and a truly 
adventurous hue! And is Jungle in- 
delible? So much so that its intense 
color becomes an actual part of 
you. ..Clinging to your lips... all 
day ...or, all night. . . savagely! 
There are four other Savace Lip- 
stick shades: Tangerine (Orangish) 
. . . Flame (Fiery) . . . Natural (Blood Red) 
. .- Blush (Changeable). 20c at all 10c stores. 


SAVAGE 


LOVELIER 


AT ANY AGE 


WRINKLES, HOLLOWS, AGE SIGNS, ACTUALLY 
VANISH with HONEY SKIN FOOD, marvelous scientific 
discovery of noted physician, winner of Honor Award from 
Women’s Health Wederation of America. Contains pure 
honey and secret rejuvenating ingredients, which supply 
youth-giving. hormones to ageing tissues. Send now for 
HONEY SKIN FOOD—$1.50 by mail. C.0.D. if desired. 
JENNE D’OR, 545 Fifth Ave. (Dept. S), N. Y. City 


BLOND HAIR 


—evenin DARK shades 


GLEAM with GOLD 


in one shampoo WITHOUT BLEACHING 


(GR when your blond hair darkens to an in- 
definite brownish shade it dulls your whole 
personality. But you can now bring back the fas- 
Cinating glints that are hidden in your hair and 
that give you personality, radiance—beauty. Blondex 
brings back to the dullest and most faded blond 
hair the golden beauty of childhood, and keeps 
light blond hair from darkening. Brownish shades 
of hair become alluring without Biewchine or dyeing, 
camomile or henna rinsing. Try this wonderful 
shampoo treatment today and see how different it 
is from anything you have ever tried before. It_is 
the largest selling shampoo in the world, Get 
Blondex today at any drug or department store. 


at the Belmont race track shortly after 
their wedding. 

When I arrive Joel is giving the assistant 
director or property man or somebody the 
devil. “Those box lunches yesterday,” he 
announces, “were rotten. The meat was 
green, the salad was wilted, the bread was 
soggy and something’s got to be done 
about it.” : 

Miriam stands with her mouth open, lost 
in speechless admiration. 

“I know,” the hapless victim of Joel’s 
wrath answers. “Yesterday was the first 
day on the back lot and everything went 
wrong. I’m sure theyll be better today.” 

“I’m famished,”’ Miriam announces to 
Joel and David Nivens. “Let’s go open 
one now.” 

So off go Miriam and David. But Joel 
is an old friend of mine and he lingers to 
chat a few moments. 

And then I remember that Billie Burke 
is in this picture, too. “Where’s Miss 
Burke?” I demand. 

“She's over there in the sheriff’s office,” 
Joel advises me, the sheriff's office on the 
United Artists back lot being right behind 
the clubhouse of the Belmont Race Track. 
“Come on, I'll show you where it is.” 

So we start out and on the way we meet 
Miriam and David Nivens who are coming 
back with a sandwich in each hand. 

“Where’ve you been?” Joel asks. 

“We opened a box lunch,” Miriam tells 
him as she wolfs down a sandwich. 

“How is it?” he continues anxiously. 

“It’s ham and cheese,” la Hopkins an- 
nounces. “I guess the cheese is all right 
but the ham—— Im afraid,” she goes on 
taking another tentative nibble, “it hasn't 
much personality.” 

“There’s Billie,’ Joel points her out and 
leaves me. 

Suddenly I find myself face to face with 
Billie Burke and stammering like a school 
kid. If from here on out the department 
is turned over to Miss Burke don’t be too 
hard on me. I doubt that anything as 
lovely has ever before—and certainly not 
since—walked across a stage. You who are 
in grade school and high school may still 
find pleasure in the deftness of her per- 
formances but it is only we old ones who 
can recall the stage ten or fifteen years 
ago who have any idea of the Titian love- 
liness that was hers. It is worth being 
middle-aged to have seen. anything as 


breath-takingly beautiful as she was then. 


In “Splendor,” Miriam Hopkins and 
Ruth Weston get dramatic over Joel 
McCrea. 


When Josef Von Sternberg introduced 
Marlene Dietrich at a luncheon he com- 
mented on the fact that it is seldom one 
encounters both beauty and brains in a 
woman. Miss Burke has not only beauty 
and brains, she has something else that is 
greater than either or both of these—charm. 

We chat for almost an hour and it seems 
like five minutes. How can I be expected 
to take seriously, hereafter, the Hepburns, 
the Hopkinses and all the rest of their ilk 
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Remove FAT 
from any part 


Be adorably slim! 


Feminine attractiveness demands fas- 
cinating, youthful lines of a grace- 
ful, slim figure—with slender, firm, 
rounded contours, instead of unbe- 
coming flesh, 


Hundreds of women have reduced 
with my famous Slimcream Method— 
and reduced just where they wanted, 
safely, quickly, surely. I, myself, 
reduced’ my chestline by 4% inches 
and my weight 28 lbs. in 28 days. 


J. A. writes, “I was 387 inches 
(across. the chest). Here is the 
miracle your Slimeream has worked 
for me. I have actually taken 5 
inches off. I am overjoyed.’’ 


.__The Slimcream treatment is so en- 

tirely effective, so easy to use, and 
so beneficial that I unhesitatingly 
offer to return your money if you 
have not reduced your figure both in 
pounds and inches in°14 days. What 
could be fairer than that! 


Decide NOW to achieve the figure 
of your heart’s desire. Send $1.00 


today for the full 30-day treatment. 
FREE Send $1.00 for my Slimcream treatment NOW, and I will 

send you entirely free, my world-famous, regular $1.00 beauty 
treatment, with a gold mine of priceless beauty secrets, This offer is 
limited; so SEND TODAY. Add 2éc for foreign countries. 


A a PD PO = 
DAISY STEBBING, Dept. SL-26, Forest Hills, New York. 


IT enclose $1. Please send immediately postpaid in plain pack- 
age your Guaranteed Slimcream treatment. I understand that 


Photo of miself afler 
tosing 28 lbs. and re- 
ducing 43% nches 


t 
if I have not reduced both in pounds and inches in 14 days, you I 
will cheerfully refund my money. jal f 
Beauty Treatment, 


Send also the special free I 


Best GRAY HAIR 


>, REMEDY IS 
MADE AT HOME 


You can now makeat home 2 

better gray hair remedy than 
you can buy, by following this 
simple recipe: To half pint of 
water add one ounce bay rum, 
a@ small box of Barbo Com- 
pound and one-fourth ounce 
of glycerine. Any druggist 
can put this up or you can 
mix it yourself at very little 
cost. Apply to the hair twice 
a week until the desired 
Shade is obtained. Barbo imparts color to streaked, 
faded, or gray hair, makes it soft and glossy and 
takes years off your looks. It will not color the 
scalp, is not sticky or greasy and does not rub off. 


POEM 


Send Poems to 


MicNEEE 


Bachelor of Music 
1582 West 27th St. Los Angeles, Calif. 


Set to Music 
Published 


TYPISTS WANTED 


Typists earn extra money home typing 
authors manuscripts. Good pay. A 
real opportunity for those who really 
want to work. Send 3c stamp for details. 


TYPISTS BUREAU, Dept. SU, 
Westfield Mass. 


BROUGHT TO YOU FOR THE FIRST 
TIME AT A REASONABLE PRICE! 


The secret of the captivating beauty of movie 
stars! Long, dark, lustrous lashes that transform eyes into bewitch- 
ing pools of irresistible fascination. Makes the eyes look larger, more 
brilliant, and far more expressive. Try a pair of these wonderful 
lashes and you will be surprised at such magic charm 50 easily ac- 
quired. Quickly put on by anyone, absolutely safe, can be used again 
and again. Mailed promptly on receipt of price. 35c pair, 3 pair $1.00. 


MITCHELL BEAUTY PRODUCTS, 1007-N Washington, St. Louis, Mo. 


- SILVER SCREEN for DECEMBER 1935 75 


when I have visited with a woman who 
knows more of art, life, the theatre and 
acting than any or all of these will ever 
know? 

I finally hear Elliott Nugent (that grand 
director) call “Ready!” and I reluctantly 
tear myself away and return to one of the 
boxes of the clubhouse at the Belmont 
Race Track to watch with Miriam, Joel, 
Arthur Treacher and David Nivens the 
running of a race. 

A man walks slowly in front of the box 
carrying a handkerchief and he represents 
the horses. The eyes of the spectators fol- 
low him as they would the animals. ‘The 
race itself will be run and cut into the 
picture later. 

But Miriam isn’t watching the race. She 
is staring in front of her with a tense face 
thinking of what Joel’s sister has told her— 
how, by marrying Joel, she has messed 
things up for everyone. Finally Joel real- 
izes she isn’t paying any attention. 

“What’s the matter, dear?” he asks. 

“We oughtn’t have done it, Brighton,” 
she answers. “Edith’s (Ruth Weston’s) 
money would have made it all right for 
everybody.” 

“Of course somebody would tell you 
that,” he replies, putting a hand on her 


arm in quick sympathy. “But I didn't 
marry Edith. I married you.” 
“But twenty millions, Brighton,’ she 


protests. 

“You look like more than twenty million 
to me,” he smiles gallantly. 

Then Arthur Treacher breaks into their 
conversation. The race is over. “Congra- 
tulations, Cousin Phyllis,” he interrupts. 
“You've won!” 

“Eight dollars!” she laughs hysterically. 
“We've got a fortune!” 

I always say, one half the world never 
knows how the other half lives and in the 
excitement of a horse race one never knows 
the real thoughts of one’s neighbor. 
it? 

In fact, I’m quite sure while watching 
the play of emotions over Miriam’s face at 
her good fortune, my guide never realizes 
that I'm really wondering what’s going on 
over at— 


Columbia 

RUN into a bit of luck over here be- 

cause “One Way Ticket,” with Walter 
Connolly and Lloyd Nolan, is on location 
and “Feather in Her Hat,’ with Pauline 
Lord and Louis Hayward, has just finished. 
This is the picture Ruth Chatterton worked 
on for two weeks and then bowed out of, 
being replaced by Miss Lord. Hayward is 
the neurotic young man who eventually 
married Maureen O'Sullivan in “The 
Flame Within” even though he was in 
love with Ann Harding. Mr. Hayward, 
with all due respect, is what you might call 
a “screw ball” and one of the most de- 
lightfully nutty people in Hollywood even 


bad 


Norman Foster and Florence Rice 

in “Song of the Damned,” which is 

really a story of the Devil’s Island 
penal colony. 


Ain't ° 


though he in turn does not find Hollywood 
delightfully nutty. 


There is still one picture left though and 
that is “Song of the Damned” with Norman 
Foster, Florence Rice and Victor Jory. This 
is a story of the French penal colony on 
the infamous Devil’s Island. ‘The story is 
all too complicated and, anyway, in this 
hot weather nobody is interested in the 
troubles of French convicts in a jungle. To 
make a long story longer Florence’s father 
is killed when he and the two boys try to 
escape. The boys finally decide they have 
a better chance of making their escape 
good if they separate. So separate they do 
and Vic tells Norman if he doesn’t show 
up within six weeks Norman and. Florence 
will know that he, like liberty, has perished 
from the earth. 

And all_of a sudden it’s six weeks later 
and we find Florence and Norm in the 
dining room of Florence’s little cottage. 


“There,” she exclaims brightly, “the 
time’s up. It’s been six weeks——” 
“Six weeks!” Norman exclaims. “In- 


credible!” 

“And you said,” Florence continues, “if 
Dario (Vic) wasn’t here in six weeks you'd 
have something to tell me.” 

“There’s one more day,’ Norman insists 
quietly. 

“What difference can a single day make?” 
she cries. “Andre, can’t you tell me—just 
a bit of it now?” 

“No! Not until tomorrow. 
ask me.” 

“All right,” she agrees, “I’m sorry—have 
it your way.” 

Suddenly she looks down and discovers a 
loose button on his coat. “Look!” she ex- 
claims, “another loose button! I don’t 
know what you do with your clothes! I 
suppose all men are alike—never grow up 
—never hang up anything.” 

Her voice trails off into nothing and _be- 
fore I know it the scene is over and [lor- 
ence, Norman and Vic are all chattering 
simultaneously as Florence bawls me out 
for not calling up, Norman tells of his 
marriage to Sally Blane and Vic assures 
me that any play I am writing now 
or within the next five years should be 
submitted to him because he is not only 
the Hollywood authority on plays but he 
is looking for plays to produce and take 
into New York. 

Caesar could dictate to seven stenogra- 
phers without losing a single thread of 
thought, but I, alas, have hard work carry- 
ing on a coherent conversation with one 
person, let alone three so I just blow my 
nose and rush down the street to— 


Please don’t 


R-K-O 

HAVE been bawled out so often for 

saying what I think of Katharine Hep- 
burn and Brian Aherne that I will merely 
mention “Sylvia Scarlett” is on location and 
I think it’s too divine that these two people 
are in a picture together because- that 
means it’s only one picture I have to avoid 
instead of two. 

There are still two pictures shooting 
here, however. The first of these is called 
“Husk,” and features Preston Foster. 

“°Lo Dick,’ he greets me as I appear. 
“I’m glad to see you and I hope and trust 
you are feeling well and good.” 

“Mr. Foster,” I assure him gravely, “I’m 
in the pink. And what,” I continue, “might 
the plot of this epic be?” 

“This,” says Preston, “is a story that 
might just as well have been’ called ‘Cops 
and Robbers,’ with a dash of psychology 
thrown in for good measure, the theory 
being that a man who doesn’t know fear 
and walks into danger is not brave. It’s 
the man who understands fear but who 
still walks into danger who is the hero.” 

“Now I,” he continues grandly, “am a 
cop whose theory is ‘if you beat them to 
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Every quotation in this adver- 
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“2 am a secretary and due to long hours of 
sitting and lack of exercise I became run 
down by coustipation and indigestion. ” 


“A friend advised me to try Yeast Foam 
Tablets." 


‘‘Now after three months trial I have been 
cured. 1 highly recommend them and will 
never be without Yeast Foam Tablets.’’ 


[ ISN’T what we say about Yeast 
Foam Tablets that counts; it’s what they 
actually do. So we bring you a true experience 
from a real user —one of thousands who 
have been cured of constipation by this 
pleasant-tasting yeast. 


Why don’t you try Yeast Foam Tablets 
now? They are rich in precious nvtritive 
elements which stimulate sluggish aigestive 
organs and “‘tone up” weakened intestinal 
nerves and muscles. A food, not a drug, 
Yeast Foam ‘Tablets correct constipation 
in a natural, healthful way. Pasteurized, 
they have arich, nut-like flavor you will en- 
joy and they cannot ferment in the body. 

¢ = Ask your druggist for Yeast 

| Foam Tablets today. Or mail 

the coupon right away for a 
generous ten-tablet sample. 


Send for Free Sample 


NORTHWESTERN YEAST CO., j 
1750 N. Ashland Ave., Chicago, Ill. } 
I 
I 


Please send free introductory package of Yeast I 
I Foam Tablets. 


SC-12-35 
UO Ci este Sea a hee Ma Meyer Nn es Sel cn ental I 
I 
H FECL T SOS ct aR RAS ES een ete ae eae SEE I 
t} 
! Cty ae NS eo Se tare ss eres ‘Stole soe eee i 


76 


NEW CREAM MASCARA 


needs no water to apply = 
~ really waterproof! 


Beauty authorities —and women everywhere 
—are praising Tatroo, the new cream mas- 
cara that actually keeps lashes silken-soft 
instead of making them brittle. More water- 


«e) 


proof than liquid darkeners; far easier 
‘to apply than cake mascaras! Simpl 
squeeze Tattoo out of the tube onto 
the brush, whisk it over your lashes 
and there they» . dark, lustrous 
and lovely, 4j ie@rto be twice 
their actual Jength! Can’t smart. Ab- 
baby Nee . 

solutely harmless. Cry or swim all 
you like; Tatroo won’t run or smear! 
Tattoo your lashes once and you'll — 
never go back to old fashioned 
mascara..In smart rubber lined’satin $ 
vanity, with brush, 50¢everywhere. ¥ 


SEND FOR 30 DAY TUBE 


| TATTOO, 11 E. Austin Ave., Dept M53 Chicago 
} _10c enclosed. Please send 30 day tube Tattoo 
| Cream Mascara with brush. O Black O Brown 

| 1) Blue (Check color desired) | 
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D U 2-5 
inches 


Hips, Waist, 
Diaphragm 
Boned, perforated rubber girdle 
TIGHTEN BACK LACERS 
AS FAT DISAPPEARS 
14” Length 2.00 
($5.00 value) 
16” Length 
($7.50 value) 
C. O. D. plus postage. Canada 
orders, bank or postal orders, 
plus 25c. 
Send Waist & Hip Measurements 
“Buy Direct from Manufacturer’ 
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FLIGHT presents a super- 
lative lipstick of unsur- 
assed indelibility 

ustrous color, borne by a 
new emollient base which 
banishes forever all dan- 
ger of dryness and irrita- 
tion. You would expect to 
pay three times as much 
for the protection that 
only Flight can give. 


| 
| 


z ge A worthy companion to 
this unequalled lipstick is the Flight rouge com- 
pact—which can only be fully appreciated by 
being tried. Like the lipstick, it comes in all 
popular shades, 


_These, and over _a score of other beauty requi- 
sites bearing the Flight label and guarantee are 
sold by thousands of good dealers everywhere— 
and all at the sensible price of 35c. 


HOLLYWOOD Wight- 
— 0 


WESTCRAFT LABORATORIES LOS ANGELES 


SILVER SCREEN for DECEMBER 1935 a 


Aqorpolet baa 20% 


annonce eats 


Preston Foster, having finished off 
“Pompeii,” goes sentimental over 
Maxine Jennings in ‘‘Husk.” 


the punch, you can’t get hit.’ Finally I, 
single handed, capture the leader of the 
band of criminals but if I had let the rest 
of the department in on it, we'd have 
caught the whole gang. I take a lot of 
ribbing on account of this, and then, to 
make matters worse, the leader (Harold 
Huber) escapes when I am taking him to 
the pen. Afterwards I swear I'll recapture 
him within thirty days. That’s where we 
are now and Huber is here in the telegraph 
office sending me one of those smart-alecky 
wires (such as you delight in) which reads 
“Thirty days hath September, April, June, 
and November.’ While he is sending the 
wire I am on the outside of the telegraph 
office looking in but, as he has his back to 
me, I don’t recognize him until he has 
left. Then, when I go into the office, I 
find this wire addressed to me.” 

It’s a good thing Preston has explained 
all this to me because I watched them 
make the scene and all I got out of it was 
the sight of Huber writing this message 
and the telegraph operator saying “Forty- 
six cents, please.” 

It just goes to show you what a disad- 
vantage a person works under who has not 
been trained in psychology. 


Smarting from the handicap under 
which I am laboring I mosey over to the 
next set which is a remake of a very fa- 
mous stage play called “Seven Keys to 
Baldpate.” 


“Seven Keys to Baldpate,” the fa- 

mous Cohan success, gives you Emma 

Dunn, Gene Raymond and Harry 
Beresford. 


Mercolized Wax 


Keeps Skin Yo 

Absorb, blemishes and discolorations using 
Mercolized Wax daily as directed. Invisible 
particles of aged skin are freed and all 
defects such as blackheads, tan, freckles and 
large pores disappear. Skin is then beauti- - 
fully clear, velvety and so soft—face looks 
years younger. Mercolized Wax brings out 
your hidden beauty. At all) leading druggists. | 
Phelactine removes hairy growths 
—takes them out—easily, quickly 
and gently. Leaves the skin hair free. 


Powdered Saxolite- 

Reduces wrinkles and other age-signs. Sim- 
ply dissolve one ounce Saxolite in half-pint 
witch hazel and use daily as face lotion. 


HICH BLOOD PRESSURE 


Hardened Arteries - Stroke 


New discovery, a harmless vegetable preparation has 
brought relief to thousands of sufferers from high blood 
pressure, and its kindred ailments—hardened arteries, 
stroke, kidney and bladder inflammation. 

Guaranteed Relief. Utona is sold on a money-back guaran- 
tee. Write us describing your condition. 

Check These Symptoms. Headaches, dizzi- 
Get this { ) BES: fainting spells, heart pains, cramps, 
FREE BOOK! numbness, ‘‘pins and needles’”’ sensations— 
# me and others. 
Send No Money. Delays are dangerous, lead- 
ing to stroke and heart failure. Write today 
for full information. 

NATIONAL UTONA COMPANY 

4 785 Insurance Exchange Bldg., Detroit, Mich. 
y Physicians Please Write 


iy Hew te Cash-in 
LS with Your CAMERA, 


Magazines, newspapers, advertisers BUY millions of pho- jj 

tos a year from people who know how to take the kind of 

pictures wanted! Let us teach you how to take real human 

interest pictures that SELL! Our personalized home-study 
course—the most complete training in Journalistic | 
Photography ever offered—prepares you to make | 

} LEARN | good money in this fascinating field—quickly, at || 
| low cost, in spare time. Write now for FREE Book. 

BONE) UNIVERSAL PHOTOGRAPHERS 
Dept. 8612, 10 W. 33 St., N. Y. C. 


LADIES—ADDRESS 
ENVELOPES— 
at home. Spare time. 


$5.00 — $15.00 weekly. 
Experience unnecessary. 


Dignified work. Send 


for EASY stamp for particulars. 
HOMEWORK pap. N Ex 75 


Hammond, Indiana 


PSORIASIS, ECZEMA, RINGWORM. | 


ITCH, ACNE, 
Distresses from these disorders now QUICKLY relieved 


with PSORACINE, a remarkable preparation used by | 
thousands. Many wonderful reports from everywhere. FREE | 
Information on Skin Disorders. WRITE crLe 
Illinois Medical Products, 208 N. Wells, DI11, Chicago 


NOGRAY cow HAIR 


Mme. Turmel, famous French hair expert, retiring from 
private practice, pow offers for home use her unique 
methodof coloring hair any shade, blonde to black, from 
the same bottle. Not a restorer, exact match. Instanta- | 
neous. Permits Permanent Wave. KnoGRAY cannot fade | 
or rub off. Apply yourself day or night. Free Booklet. | 
Madame Turmel, Dept. 14, 256W. 31 St., New York 


BEAN ARTIST 72 


WE OAN TEACH 

YOU DRAWINGin ~*~, 
your own home during your 
spare time. Thirty-five years of 
successful teaching proves our ability. 
Artists receive large salaries. 


Write today for Art Year Book 


ScH@“APPIED ART 


Dept. 795,10E: Huron St., Chicago, Ill, 
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This is a story of an author who was 
behind schedule on a novel. His publish- 
ers get him a key to a deserted inn and 
send him there to write the novel. Also 
there are the caretaker (Harry Beresford) 
and his wife (Emma Dunn) who, naturally, 
each have keys. One by one four other 
characters, each provided with a key, arrive 
so that finally there are seven people as- 
sembled at Baldpate Inn and none of 
them knows any of the others. 

It’s the first day of shooting and only the 
first character—the author (Gene Raymond) 
—has arrived so there’s not much to tell 
you other than that this is without doubt 


one of the most beautiful sets I have ever : 


seen. 

The grounds are covered with snow, the 
fir trees are groaning under a burden of 
snow and the panes of the windows are 
covered with frost. Inside everything is 
covered with cobwebs. The cobwebs being 
spun out of mineral oil with a machine. 
The spinner, in his enthusiasm, forgot 
what he was doing and covered the script 
with cobwebs so everybody is quite put out 
about the whole thing. 

Never being one to mix in other people’s 
quarrels I offer them one of the handker- 
chiefs the Arlens brought me back from 
Europe, so they can wipe off the cobwebs, 
and take myself over to— 


Paramount 


FTER last month’s frenzied activities, 
things have quieted down over here. 
There’s the much talked of “Anything 
Goes,” which stars Bing Crosby. The script 
isn’t finished on this one yet but the scene 
is a beautiful night club sequence. Ethel 
Merman is sitting on a sort of crescent 
moon made of neon lights. The moon is 
mounted on what they call a “boom” 
which enables them to swing her from one 
table to another as she sings “I Get a Kick 
Out of You.” 

Bing isn’t working in this particular 
scene, as they are merely making close-ups 
of Miss Merman as she sings, but he is 
stalking around the set in his evening 
clothes chortling over a newspaper ad for 
some show which has a picture of Man 
Mountain Dean. The ad looks for all the 
world like Jack Oakie as he looked in 
“Call of the Wild.” 

Ethel is really something to write home 
about in her flame colored chiffon dress 
with trimmings of bird of paradise feathers 
at the neck. 


Ethel Merman has been playing in 

“Anything Goes” for a year or so 

and now it is being made into a 

picture. Here is Ethel singing “I 
Get A Kick Out Of You.” 


And then I see Ida Lupino in an ivory 
chiffon looking too utterly beautiful. Her 
dress is very plainly made. The skirt is 
in two tiers, tight-fitting at the waist, one 
tier flaring out at the knees and the other 
at the feet, and both of them trimmed with 


bands of white fox. With this she wears 
a cape of the same material, also heavily 
trimmed with the fur. 

“If I don’t get to play the girl in ‘The 
Light That Failed,’” she informs me, 
“there’s going to be war in camp. She's 
a Cockney very much like the part Bette 
Davis played in ‘Of Human Bondage’ and 
I can really play it, too!” 

Ida does a couple of scenes for me and 
I sit there with my eyes bulging out of my 
head. While I’ve never been one to argue 
about her looks, I can’t truthfully say I’ve 
ever been impressed with her ability as an 
actress. But she really goes to town doing 
these. two scenes for me and Bette, herself, 
couldn’t have done them any better. 

“Coronado,” featuring Jack Haley, Leon 
Errol, Burton Churchill, and Alice White 
is just starting today so I'll tell you about 
that one next month. 


The only other picture shooting over 
here is “Mary Burns, Fugitive,’ which 
Walter Wanger is producing for Paramount 
release. 

This one stars Sylvia Sidney and is the 
story of an ingenue who takes up with a 
crook (Alan Baxter) and who doesn’t 
realize what racket her sweetie-pie is in. 
He plants some stolen bonds on her when 
he sees the cops coming. He escapes but 
she gets fifteen years. Finally, Pert Kelton, 
a G woman, who is in the penitentiary 
with Sylvia, engineers an escape for them, 
figuring Sylvia will lead her right to Bax- 
ter. But Sylvia never liked him much to 
begin. with and even less after he landed 
her in jail so she wants no part of him. 
She works here and there, always with the 
shadow of the law and recapture hanging 
over her. Finally she finds herself working 
in a private sanitarium, where she meets 
Melvyn Douglas. Douglas has been tem- 
porarily blinded. When he hears Sylvia's 
voice he falls in love with it (as who 
wouldn't!) and arranges with the matron 
to have Sylvia read to him. 

We pick them up in his room as he 
lies on the bed with his eyes all bandaged. 
Sylvia is fixing his tray. 

“IT thought,” she smiles, “I heard you 
singing.” 

“That’s right,” he agrees, “you did.” 

“You look much better,’ she goes on. 

“T suppose I do,” he admits. “I feel fine. 
I’ve been singing and I look better and I 
don’t like it. If this goes on I'll begin to 
hate the idea of leaving this place. Must 
be losing my grip.” 

“Don't you think we often change our 
minds about places—and people?” she asks. 

“T didn’t change my mind,” he snaps. 
“You changed it for me. You brought that 
voice of yours in here one night when I 
couldn’t see who it was, but it’s not going 
to get me. I’m going to leave this place, all 
right, and not later than four weeks from 
now.” 

“Where are you going?’ comes in an 
anxious voice from Sylvia. 

“To a place I have up near Lake Mar- 
quette. It’s twenty miles from a railroad.” 

Sylvia gives him a startled look. Twenty 
miles from a railroad! The chances of 
anyone who would know or recognize her 
would be about ten thousand to one there. 

Sylvia sure looks cute in her blue linen 
uniform but it’s getting so late I can’t stop 
to chat. There is still— 


The Fox Studio 

HERE are three pictures shooting here. 

First, we have Mr. Dick Powell, espe- 
cially borrowed from Warner Brothers, in 
“Thanks a Million.” The scene is the liv- 
ing room of Dick’s apartment. He’s a very 
successful crooner (believe it or not), but 
at a political rally where he was supposed 
to sing the candidate was so drunk he 
couldn’t appear. Dick made a speech for 
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take a Beauty lactis 


If you want to keep the sparkle in your eye 
and the peaches and cream in your complex- 
ion, get rid of accumulated body waste regz- 
larly. If Nature fails to maintain a regular 
schedule, take a beauty laxative. 

Olive Tablets are just the thing for the 
purpose. Gentle and mild, easy to swallow, 
non-habit-forming, they assist nature in her 
work of house cleaning. 

Keep tab on yourself. If more than a day 
goes by, take a beauty laxative—Olive Tab- 
lets. Three sizes— 15¢-30¢-60¢. All druggists. 


DR. EDWARDS — 


-QUVE TABLETS 


THE LAXATIVE 


Rejuvenation Authority OFFERS 


FAGE-YOUTH 


Her Intensive Rejuvenating Treatment 
May now be taken in your own home. 
What a thrill to see ugly age lines and 
flabbiness disappear before your eyes! 


Reatty Loox Years YouNGER! 


INTRODUCTORY OFFER . . 10 complete 
DE} treatments with her amazing $ 00 
Face Lifting Band. PLASTIQUE OINTMENT |} UU 
Corrects Double and HORMONE ELEMENT 
Chin, Sag or$] 00 FREE—Istructive book, with or without order 
Crepy Neck.* fs How Loveliness Begins at 40” 
Write for booklet or send checkor M.O. CODif desired. 
EUNICE SKELLY, Salon of Eternal Youth 
Suite Y, | The Park Central, New York City 


Crooked Heels 


- 
‘ 


BEFORE AFTER 


Ifyou did not walk off balance, your shoes would 
not lose their shape or the heels wear crooked. 
Millions have the same shoe troubles. The way 
to correct this fault is to wear DR. SCHOLL’S 
WALK-STRATES in your shoes. They equalize 
your body’s weight; take the strain off your 
ankles and make walking a pleasure. Sizes for 
men and women. Easily attached. Get a pair 
today at your drug, shoe or dept. store—only 35¢ 


D! Scholls Walk-Strates 


extra dividend for you 
a E 
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—this stunning “powder box” 


You’ll adore this smart box with its gleaming 
black enamel cover, embossed with a dainty 
silver design, that makes such a handy pow- 
der box for your dressing table, purse, or the 
office. Each contains a buckram powder sift- 
er, and the ribbon is wrapped in Cellophane, 
keeping the inside of the box immaculate. 
Carter’s Ideal Typewriter Ribbons write 
beautifully and give long service. They come 
for all machines. Ask for Carter’s Ideal Rib- 
bons and get this lovely box for yourself! 


CARTER’S Ideal 
Typewriter Ribbon 


U.S. GOVERNMENT 


JOB «¢ 


START 


$1260 to $2100 Year 
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et ready imme- 
oa : ae f FRANKLIN INSTITUTE, 
HANGING ¢ Dept. C318, Rochester, N. Y. 


Men—Women. S Sirs: Rush to me without charge 

(1) 32-page book with list of U. S. 
Common educa- S¥ Government jobs. (2) Tell me what 
tion sufficient. § to do to get one of these jobs. 


4 Name 
Address 


Mail Coupon 
today sure. , 


him and was very well received. Accord- 
ingly, the committee wait on him in his 
apartment afterward. Alan Dinehart, the 
head, has just finished speaking. 

Dick breaks into a guffaw of ribald 
laughter, tremendously amused at what 
he’s thinking. “You know,” he explains as 
they all look at him in astonishment, “I 
thought for a moment you said you wanted 
me to run for governor.” 

“TJ did,” Dinehart tells him simply. 

The laughter fades from Dick’s face in- 
stantly. “Mr. Kruger,’ he asks anxiously, 
“are you sure you're in the right room?” 


CA 


In “Thanks A Million,?? Dick Powell 

shows that he can do it on the Fox 

lot as easily as he can in his own 
home studio. 


“I’m sure,’ Alan smiles, “and it isn’t as 
insane as it first appears.” 

“What’s my name?” Dick demands of 
Ned Sparks. 

“Eric Land,” 
“What’s mine?” 

“Ned Lyman,” Dick assures him. 

“Okey doke, there,” Ned exclaims, satis- 
fied they’re both sane. “Shake!” 

“Cut!” calls the director. 

“Hi, puss,” says Dick. 

“Hi, pal,” say I. 

“Have you seen my playroom since it’s 
all finished?” 

“No, I haven’t had a chance yet.” 

“Well, you ought to take time. It’s 
really something to see if I do say so as 
shouldn’t. It’s a super-colossal playroom 
with slot machines in it and everything. 
The only trouble with them is the house 
loses because I have to furnish the guests 
with nickels to play them and when they 
win they keep the money.” 

“Tchk, tchk,” I console him. ‘Maybe 
I can get you an extra radio booking so 
you won’t have to go to the poorhouse 
this season.” 

“There you go,” he begins. “You can’t 
talk to anyone for five minutes without 
getting sarcastic. Let’s go get a glass of 
milk and a sandwich. It’s tea time.” 


Ned replies promptly. 


The sandwich taken care of, I must now 
look after Mr. Lawrence Tibbett. 


Lawrence Tibbett, not the least of 
the Grand Opera singers who have 
been visiting Hollyweod, has com- 
pleted a film—‘Metropolitan.” Vir- 
ginia Bruce plays opposite. 


SILVER SCREEN for DECEMBER 1935 


Have FULL ROUND 


ALLURING CURVES 


You can add 3 to 6 inches with Beautipon 
Cream treatment, which has given thou- 
sands a beautiful form. YOUR MONEY 
BACK if your form is not increased after 
applying Beautipon Cream Treatment for 
14 days! Full 30 days’ treatment, $1.00 
sent in plain wrapper. The ultra-rapid, 
positive GUARANTBED way to have 
the bewitching, magnetic, feminine 
charm you’ve always longed for. 


Read what others say: 


“I can scarcely express my delight with 
the results. Since I started using Beau- 
tipon Cream I have increased my chest- 
line 5 inches!- Your Beautipon Cream 
works like magic and I am thrilled to 
own form so feminine and shapely.’ 


eg 


“T think your treatment is just won- 
derful. Have imcreased 2% inches. 
Thank you.”’ A.B.H. 

“T have put 3 inches on my chest meas- 
urement and increased 10 Ibs. in 
weight.” G. 

Free! ‘‘Fascinating Loveliness’’ Free! 


The world famous Beauty Expert’s 
Course, ‘‘Fascinating lLoveliness’’ for 
which thousands have paid $1.00 will be 
sent FREE if _yousend $1.00 for Beau- 
tipon Cream Treatment NOW. ORFER 
LIMITED, SEND $1.00 TODAY. Add 
25c for foreign countries. 


DAISY STEBBING 
Forest Hills, New York 


You, too, can 
have a_ full 
rounded form Suite If 1, 


I once loomed uke pee Ugly pale 

on face ... unloved ... discouraged. 
Unt oved Nothing helped.  Depilatories, 
waxes, liquids . . . even razors failed. Then I dis- 
covered a simple, painless, inexpensive method. It 
worked! Thousands have won beauty and love with 
the secret. My FREE Book, ‘‘How to Overcome Super- 
fluous Hair,’”’ explains the method and proves actual 
success. Mailed in plain envelope. Also trial offer. 
No obligation. Write Mlle. Annette Lanzette, P.O. Box 
4040, Merchandise Mart, Dept. 200, Chicago. 


ASTROLOGY 


READING NOW ONLY 0c GEES 


In order to show you how interesting , O fe 
Astrology really is, Yogi Alpha, noted ye 


a 1000-word reading for only 10c. 
This reading is based upon your 
Zodiac sun sign and discusses your pB%@ 
inclination in relation to occupation, 


nership, love matters, marriage part- 
nerships, ete., as indicated by As- 
trology. Send 10c¢ in coin or stamps, 
giving day, month, year of birth for 
your interesting reading. Also inclose 4 
8c stamp for postage. Money refund-§ 

ed if not satisfied. Address 


Yogi Alpha, Box 1411, Dept. C, San Diego, Cal. 


If a friend wishes a reading send 20c for two readings. 


MAKE $18.00 WEEKLY AT HOME 


Make $18.00 weekly at home, addressing and 


mailing post cards and letters. Experience 
unnecessary. Steady work. Supply fur- 
nished. Start Now. Complete particulars 


send 10¢ (to cover mailing expenses). 
NATIONAL INDUSTRIES 
17 Locust (Dept. 21) Springfield, Mass. 


Learn To, Play Piano 
The Magichord Way / 


em Easiest Teach-Yourself Method 


Sensational new quick short cut, reveals secrets of Modern Piano 
Playing. Wonderful Magichord Finder, included FREE, teaches 
chords without notes. You start playing at once - play popular 
songs in few weeks. Play by note or ear. No tedious exercises. 
Results guaranteed. Send $1.00 for complete course, or sent COD. 


MAGICHORD METHODS §S,PexS** Det, 


ONG Seon TALKING 


§ PICTURES 
7 BIG ROYALTIES 


paid by Music Publishers and Talking Picture Producers. 
Free booklet describes most complete song service ever 
offered. Hit writers will revise, arrange, compose music to 
your lyricsor lyrics to your musio, seoure U. S. copyright, broadcast your 
song over the radio. Our sales department submits to Music publishers 
and Hollywood Picture Studios. WRITE TODAY for FREE BOOKLET. 


UNIVERSAL SONG SERVICE, 604 Meyer Bldg., Western Avenue ard 
Sierra Vista, Hollyweed, California 


COURSE 
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This is Mr. T’s first film try since the 
ill-fated “New Moon,” which spelled dis- 
aster for both him and Grace Moore. 

This one is called “Metropolitan,” but 
no one knows what it’s about. Apparently 
Tibbett is a stage manager or has some- 
thing to do with the stage because the set 
is a little rehearsal room on top of a 
theatre. He is coaching Virginia Bruce, 
who apparently is to sing a song in the 
show. 


“We'll now try the Bird Song,” he in- 
forms her. 
_ And Virginia starts singing. “No, no, 
no!” he screams at her. “Relax! Relax! 


Relax! And,” grabbing her by the shoul- 
ders and shaking her, “stop your laughing!” 

“I’m not laughing,” she protests. 

“Well, come on and sing then,” he 
orders. 

So she sings again. 
ding and smiling. 
sing to the stars!” 

Ive exclaimed so often over Virginia’s 
beauty it seems repetitious to go into that 
again. Besides, I can now rave over her 
voice. She really does her own singing, 
although she’s quite deprecatory about her 
voice. But wait until you hear her sing 
and tell me if I’m wrong. 


Tibbett starts nod- 
“Head up, chin up, 


Next, we have Mr. Ronald Colman in 
“The Man Who Broke The Bank At Monte 
Carlo,’ which is a swell title if they can 
get it all on a theatre marquee. ‘That's 
no worry of mine, though. 

Apparently it is the morning after Mr. 
Colman has broken the bank because 
as he steps out of the elevator, looking 
quite debonair in his tweeds, slouch hat, 
cane and gloves, the assistant maitre d’hotel 
(Maurice Cass) is bowing and scraping, 
while dozens of bellhops are lined up on 
each side, forming an atsle through which 
he must pass. I suspect, from the conver- 
sation, that Mr. Colman may have been 


“The Man Who Broke The Bank At 


Monte Carlo” is the longest title 
ever used. Ronald Coleman is the 
man. 


slightly (?) behind with his rent before 
that. 

“M’sieu,” Cass simpers, “I am the assist- 
ant maitre d’hotel.” 

“I am honored,” Ronnie assures him in- 
differently. 

“On behalf of the management,’ Cass 
continues, “‘I wish to offer m’sieu the royal 
Suite with the compliments of the hotel.” 

“There is a note of sincerity about all 
this,’ Ronnie murmurs, gesticulating to- 
wards the bellhops, “that really sinks deep 
into my heart. But,” whimsically, “into 
each life some rain must fall. ‘This is be- 
ginning to look like your shower.” 

With which he blithely twirls his cane 
and saunters off. 


Next we come to a little ditty called 
“Snatched,” which features Rochelle Hud- 
son. 

She and her husband, Edward Norris, 


are en route to California in a ramshackledy 
car which breaks down during a storm. 
They seek refuge in what appears to be an 
abandoned farm house but discover, a few 
moments later, the place is occupied. They 
are made prisoners. 

When I arrive they are sitting on a 
filthy pallet on the floor, Rochelle holding 
her baby. They hear the sound of a radio 
program. It is interrupted suddenly as the 
announcer says: “Ladies and gentlemen, 
an announcement of nationwide impor- 
tance—Tom Hansen has been safely re- 
turned to his home. The ransom money 
was paid the kidnapers this evening. The 
criminals involved have left absolutely no 
clues. The largest man hunt in history 
is now on. More news——” 

The radio is suddenly snapped off as 
Rochelle sits there, staring with wide eyes 
in front of her. ““The Hansen kidnapers!” 
she whispers as she suddenly realizes who 
their captors are. 

You may have surmised that this story 
is based on the famous Weyerhauser case. 

“Dick,” says Rochelle earnestly, when 
the scene is finished, “I don’t believe you 
love me any more. You never come around 
the sets to see me the way you do other 
people.” 

“Baby,” I assure her just as earnestly, 
“Tl always love you. When you get to be 
too big a star for me to love in person I'll 
love you from afar.” 

I can’t tell you what Rochelle said then 
but it’s a funny thing—the minute I start 
telling girls how much I CARE they al- 
ways start laughing. 

Deeply hurt, I bid Rochelle goodbye and 
turn my face towards the setting sun— 
which is more or less in the same direction 
as— 


Universal 
FTER several months with very little 
doing, Universal has four pictures in 
production this time. 

First, there is “The Great Impersona- 
tion” with Edmund Lowe, Valerie Hobson, 
Henry Mollison, Douglas Woods, Virginia 
Hammond and Murray Kinnell. This is 
one of those dual roles, with Lowe playing 
both parts. He is both Dominey and 
Leopold von Ragenstein. The former is 
deserted by his safari in Africa and picked 
up by the latter. On account of their re- 
semblance to each other von Ragenstein 
(who has been banished from Germany 
because he fought a duel and killed the 
husband of the woman he loves) sees a 
chance to leave Africa. He will murder 


Dominey, pose as Dominey and return to 
England where he will be invaluable to 
Sir Ivan Brun (Charles Waldron), owner 
of vast munitions plants. 

His scheme is carried out and we find 
him driving up to Dominey Hall with his 
wife (Miss Hobson) and those mentioned 


“The Great Impersonation” is the 
title, and without spoiling the plot 
for you we may say that it concerns 
Edmund Lowe, who impersonates a 


dead man. Eddie plays both roles. 


Eee! 1S 
Learn “FURCRAFT” 


If you want to earn more—in epare time—write for 
our Free Book today, and investigate this new, high- 
class, money-making craft. Sending for thisFree Book 
may solve your financial problems. 
PRO FITS Can you make money at home with 
Furcraft? Other women, yes many 
of them, do earn splendid incomes. Why not you? Read 
these excerpts: Mrs. White says, “‘J average $50 a month 
Srom spare time’’. Mrs. Sowers writes, “'J average $500 
@ year—have made in all $3000 from FURCRAFT, 
thanks to you”. Miss Mills says, ‘‘Z make my entire 
living in Fur work’’. Nothing like it, delightful, digni- 
fied, with potential Big Profits. 
all about it. It tells how we 
FREE BOOK TELLS teach Furcraft quickly at 
home; how women make money recreating and renewing furs. 
All women desire this fine service. Plenty of business in every 
community. No selling, no soliciting or traveling: Likely, just 


what you have been looking for. Get this valuable Free Book 
Today. Important facts! A postal card will do. Write Today. 


Northwestern Fur Co., 3769 Elwood Bldg., Omaha, Neb, 


approved for over twenty-four years. Guaranteed 
harmless. Active coloring agent is purely vegetable. 
Cannot affect waving of hair. Economical and lasting 
—will not wash out. Imparts rich, beautiful color 
with amazing speed. Easy to prove by applying a lit- 
tle of this famous tint to a lock of your own hair. 
BROWNATONE is only 50c—at all drug and toilet 
counters—always on 2 money-back guarantee. 


BLACKHEADS! 


LARGE PORES 
OILY SKIN 


‘Oily Skin is a dangerous breeding ground 
for BLACKHEADS. Never Squeeze Biack- 
heads! It causes Scars, Infection!’’ warns 
well-known scientist. 

Use wonderful KLEERPLEX WASH! 
Amazing NEW scientific discovery. This 
medicated, pore-purifying liquid acts 
quickly, safely. Gently, thoroughly 
flushes pores. A marvelous aid in over- 
coming Blackheads, Large Pores, Oily 
embarrassing ‘‘Shine’’, Muddiness. LIGHTENS! 
Gives you that clean-cut attrac- 
chemicals! No staying home! 


Skin, 
BEAUTIFIES your skin. 


tive look. No harmful 
Guaranteed pure! Thousands of grateful users—men and 
women. Stop wasting time and money on ordinary creams, 
cosmetics. Nothing like this Secret Formula. Prove it to 
yourself NOW. MONEY BACK GUARANTEE! 
Kleerplex (Dept. 24) 

1 W. 34th St., New York City, N. Y. 
Please send me2mos. supply KLEER- 
PLEX WASH. 

OI Here is $1, plus 10c for postage—or 
[II will pay postman $1 plus C.O.D. 
charge. Outside U.S. $1.25 &noC.O.D. 
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AND TIRED? 


Dust — wind — sun glare — reading — 
tire your eyes. For relief, cleanse them 
daily with Murine. Soothing. Refresh- 
ing. Used safely for nearly 40 years. 


How to Attract and 
Hold Your Man 


Attract and fascinate the 
man of your choice 
Any woman or girl of or- 
dinary intelligence, beautiful 
or plain, can learn from 
“Fascinating Womanhood” 
how to be and remain at- 
{-active to men. it tells you 
how to develop the power 
that is in you. Learn the 
principles of Charm that 
men cannot resist. Most 
cases of social failure and spinsterhood are due to 
lack of understanding man’s psycholog Married 
or single you cannot afford to be ‘without this 
secret knowledge. Send only 10c for the booklet, 
“Secrets of Fascinating Womanhood,’ an inter- 
esting outline. of the secrets revealed in ‘‘Fasci- 
nating Womanhood.” Mailed in plain wrapper. 
PSYCHOLOGY PRESS, Dept. 86-M, 585 Kings- 

land Ave., St. Louis, Mo. 


WAKE UP YOUR 
LIVER BILE— 


Without Calomel—And You'll Jump Out 
of Bed in the Morning Rarin’ to Go 


The liver should pour out two pounds of liquid 
bile into your bowels daily. If this bile is not 
flowing freely, your food doesn’t digest. It just 
decays in the bowels. Gas Dioats up your stomach. 
You get constipated. Your whole system is poi- 
soned and you feel sour, sunk and the world 
looks punk. 

A mere bowel movement doesn’t get at the 
cause. It takes those good, old Carter's Little 
Liver Pills to get these two pounds of bile flowing 
freely and make you feel * ‘ap and up.’”’ Harmless, 
gentle, yet amazing in making bile flow freely. 
Ask for Carter’s Little Liver Pills by name. Stub- 
bornly refuse anything else. 25c at all drug stores. 
© 1931, C.M.Co. 


Triple sifted thru silk. 
TO TEST FOR SHADE AND QUALITY BUY A LARGE 


4 PURSE-SIZE BOX for 10c at any F. W. WOOLWORTH STORE P 


at the beginning of the paragraph. He is 
greeted by Seaman (Murray Kinnell), his 
butler. 
“Seaman!” 
claims warmly, 


the spurious Dominey ex- 
“How are your” 

“Splendid! Splendid!” Kinnell exclaims 
and turns to Valerie. “Mrs. Dominey, I’ve 
never seen you lovelier.” 

“Thank you,” Valerie smiles. 
the others come up. 

“What news of the war, Seaman?” Claude 
King asks. 

“Austria, Serbia, Russia and Germany are 
hard at it,’”’ Seaman informs them. “France 


And then 


is as good as in the war—right now. Ger- 
many invaded Belgium today!” 

“Belgium!” Lowe echoes, completely 
stunned. 

Well, it all comes right in the end so 


you can content yourselves With this com- 
forting bit of news for the time being. 
The last time Mr. Lowe played a ‘dual 
part, if memory serves correctly, there was 
a scene where both characters (he and 
himself) were being photographed together. 
Mr. Lowe was so anxious to get his face to 
the camera, he said he upstaged himself! 


Chuckling over this reminiscence, I leave 
Mr. Lowe to the tender mercies and tricks 
of himself and go on over to “The In- 
visible Ray.” The complete script hasn’t 
come through yet so I can’t give you much 
of the plot but you can get an idea of 
what it will be when I “tell you both 
Karloff and Bela Lugosi are in this picture. 

There isn’t much to the set. It is merely 
the interior of an observatory—a stone wall 
enclosure sheltering a huge telescope. A 


If you do shiver at the sight of 
“The Invisible Ray,” it is a round 
of applause for Boris Karloff. 


platform runs around the pase of the in- 
strument and upon this Des we see 
the six characters of our story. . Rukh 
(Karloff) is adjusting the eae At 
his elbow stands Lady Arabella (Beulah 
Bondi). Dr. Felix (Bela Lugosi) and Sir 
Francis (Walter Kingsford) stand together 
—a little apart from the others and behind 
them we see Drake (Frank Lawton) and 


Diane (Frances Drake). 

“What planets have you about, Dr. 
Rukh?” Arabella asks facetiously. 

“Venus, you can see,’ he answers sol- 
emnly, “and Saturn is in range.” He 
moves a lever and the telescope turns. He 


places his eye to the lens and then beckons 
Arabella: ‘““Here is Venus.” 

Arabella takes her place at the instru- 
ment and gives a little squeal of delight. 
“Oh, look “at the lovely thing,” she ex- 
claims. “Drifting along in her ~veils——” 

Who would think that Tragedy and 
Death are stalking this lightsome group? 
But that’s pictures for you. We never 
know one minute what the next reel will 
bring forth. 


Pondering the inscrutability of Thespis, 
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Wife Wins Fight 
with 
Kidney 
Acids 


Sleeps Fine, Feels 10 

Years Younger—Uses 

Guaranteed Cystex 
Test 


Thousands of women and men sufferers froth 
poorly functioning Kidneys and Bladder have 
discovered a simple, easy way to Sleep fine 
and feel years younger by combating Getting 
Up Nights, Backache, Leg Pains, Nervousness, 
Stiffness, Neuralgia, Burning, Smarting and 
Acidity due to poor Kidney and Bladder func- 
tions, by using a Doctor’s prescription called 
Cystex (Siss-tex). Works fast, safe, and sure. 
In 48 hours it must bring new vitality, and is 
guaranteed to do the work in one week or 
money back on return of 
Cystex costs only 3c a dose at druggists. 
The guarantee protects you. 


empty package. | 


Pde op tq 


STOPPED IN ORE MINUTE. 


Are you tormented with the itching tortures of eczema, 


rashes, eruptions, or other skin afflictions? For quick 
and happy relief, use cooling, antiseptic, liquid D. D. D. 
Prescription. Its gentle oils soothe the irritated and 
inflamed skin. Clear, greaseless and stainless—dries 
fast. Stops the most intense itching instantly. A 35c 
trial bottle, at drug stores, provesit—or money back. 


D.D.D. Phehcrptlion 


WANTEDIS 


ORIGINAL POEMS, SONGS 


for immediate consideration 
M. M. M. PUBLISHERS 
Dept. SU Studio Bldg. 
PortLAND, ORE. 


>», —Every deaf person knows that= 
*¢ Mr. Way made himself hear his watch tick after 
abeing deaf for twenty-five years, withhis Arti- 
ape) cal Ear Drums. He wore them day and night. 
They stopped his head y 
*noises. They are invisible 
andcomfortable,nowires 
/ or batteries. Write for 
TRUE STORY. Also \ 
booklet on Deafness. Artifictal Ear Drum 
> THE WAY COMPANY 
755 Hofmann Bldg. Detroit, Michigan 


oa 


Earn Extra Money Home Spare Time 
ADDRESS ENVELOPES. Do Sewing 
Work, List names. Many other kinds 
of work offered. Send 3c stamp for full 
complete details. 


$50.00 
to 
$100.00 


a month. 


WOMEN’S AID BUREAU, Dept. SU, 276 High St., Holyoke, Mass. 


Finished in 18 Kt. 


WHITE GOLD 


To introduce our 


Flash Stones, we will send a 
1 Kt. IMPORTED Simulated 
DIAMOND, mounted in Lovely 
18 Kt. White-Gold Finish Ring 


f 15c expense in coin. Address: 
National Jewelry Co., Dept., 6, 


Wheeling, W. Va. (2 for 25c.) 
GRAY 
FADED 


Women, girls, men with gray, faded, streaked hair. Shampoo 

and color your hair at the same time with new French 

discovery ““‘SHAMPO-KOLOR,”’ takes few minutes. leaves 

hair soft, glossy, natural. Permits permanent wave and curl. 

Free Booklet, Monsieur L. P. Valligny, Dept. 20, 254 W. 31 St, New York 
SCHOOL 


(liviene ss: Theatre: 


(40th Yr.) Stage, Talkie, Radio. GRADUATES: Lee Tracy, oe 
Astaire, Una Merkel, Zita Johann, etc. Drama, Dance, Musical Comedy, 
Teaching, Directing, Personal Development, Stock Theatre Trai 
(Appearances). For Catalog, write Sec’y LANE, 66 W.85 St.,N. Yo 


No ) JOKE TO BE DEAF 


15° 


as illustrated, for this ad. and | 


Hs 
i 


SILVER SCREEN for DECEMBER 1935 81 


we proceed to “The Magnificent Obession.” 
This little number stars Irene Dunne and 
features Robert Taylor, Charles Butter- 
worth, Betty Furness, Sara Haden, Ralph 
Morgan, Henry Armetta, Gilbert Emery, 
Arthur Hoyt, Crauford Kent, Inez Court- 
ney, Cora Sue Collins, Beryl Mercer and 
Arthur Treacher. Quite a cast, you'll 
agree. % 
My dears, you'll concede, after seeing 
this, that anything can happen in the 
movies. To makea long story longer, Irene 
Dunne is blinded in an accident directly 
attributable to Taylor. They’re parked in 
an auto and when he goes to put his arm 


Irene Dunne, Betty Furness, Charles 
Butterworth, Robert Taylor and Sara 
Haden making “The Magnificent Ob- 
session” into an important picture, 


Let Me Tell You 


About your business, travel, changes, matri- 
mony, love affairs, friends, enemies, lucky days 
and many other interesting 
and important affairs of your 
life as indicated by astrology. 
Send. for your special Astral 
Reading. All work strictly sci- 
entific, individual and guaran- 
teed satisfactory. FOR MANY 
YEARS PRIVATE ASTRO- 
LOGICAL ADVISER TO 
ROYALTY and the ELITE. 
Write name, address and date 
of birth plainly. No money 


required, but if you like send WN MWC, 4 
20 cents (stamps; no coins) to ayy AME 
help defray costs. Address: URIBE le 


PUNDIT TABORE, (Dept. (caus8) reco tase sum 
465-D), Upper Forjett Street, 

BOMBAY VII, BRITISH INDIA. Postage to 
India is 5c. 


The Mahler method positively prevents hair 
from growing again. Safe, easy, permanent. 
Use it privately, at home. The delight- 
i ful relief will bring happiness, freedom 
of mind and greater success. 

Backed by 35 years of successful use all over 
the world. Send 6c in stamps TODAY for 
Illustrated Booklet. 

We Teach Beauty Culture 
D. J.MAHLER CO., Dept.30SP,Providence,R.1!. 


SENT FREE—Write for 16-page illustrated aw 
booklet. Explains simple method of remov- 

ing these ugly growths and warts. Used by 
physicians and clinics in Hollywood—world’s 
beauty center. Booklet is FREE—write today. 
MOLEX (Hollywood) COMPANY, Dept. SU 
325 Western Pacific Bldg. Los Angeles, Calif. 


around her—quite without her permission— 
she leaps from the car, is struck by an on- 
coming machine and is blinded. Filled with 
contrition and remorse, Taylor sends her 
money anonymously to pay for the greatest 
specialists in this country. When they 
agree they can do nothing to restore her 
sight, he sends her to Europe. When the 
greatest European specialists confirm the 
opinions of the American experts that 
Irene is to walk in darkness for the rest of 
her life, the conscience stricken Bob takes 
up the study of medicine and six years to 
the day (almost) from the time he enters 
medical school, he arrives. in America, 
world-famous. Learning that Irene is lying 
in a state of coma at a hospital near Rich- 
mond, Virginia, he rushes there, performs 
an operation “of which he alone is capable” 
(so the script says) and restores her sight! 

Except for the ending, I must say the 
plot is plausible and interesting. ‘Today 
they’re photographing the wedding of la 
Furness and Charlie Butterworth. The only 
dialogue is the wedding service, which is 
being read in French because the ceremony 
is being held in France. 

There are two things noteworthy about 
this set. One is Irene Dunne, who is what 
might be described as a “vision of loveli- 
ness” in her gray tailored coat suit, lavishly 
trimmed in blue fox, a little toque trimmed 
with coque feathers and a corsage of violets. 

The other thing, is the presence of Bert 
Lytell (silent picture idol) on the set. He 
is working without pay, in an effort to 
study John Stahl’s methods and learn to 
become a director- himself. 


Lastly we come to “East of Java.” For 
those of you who like stories of shipwreck 
and adventure, this will be pie. And even 
Use who don’t should find it an absorbing 
tale. 


Elizabeth Young, Jay Gilbuena, 
Charles Bickford and Frank Albert- 


son in “East of Java.” This is the 
picture which proved that lions are 
never tame. 


There is no dialogue in the scene I see 
being shot. It is in a cave high up in the 
mountains on a jungle island. Jay Gil- 
buena has severely injured his foot and 
Charles Bickford is carrying him into the 
cave, followed by Frank Albertson, Eliza- 
beth Young and Siegfried Rumann, after 
they have repulsed the attack of some lions. 
(It was the next day that one of the lions 
jumped at Bickford, seriously injuring him.) 

Frank and Elizabeth are the young 
lovers. Some day some bright studio exec- 
utive is going to have a brain storm and 
remember Frank as he was in “Prep and 
Pep,” “Salute” and “Words and Music.” 
When that happy day arrives and Frank is 
given a part that’s worthy of his talents 
you'll be standing in line to buy tickets to 
see one of the finest light comedians the 
screen has yet produced. Selah! 


Make $50 to $100 a Week 
Learn at Home This 
Amazingly Simple Way 

More and more trained Artists are 
needed each year. 28,531 magazines, 
advertisers, newspapers, printing houses, 
etc., pay good money for art work. Our 
simple, proven, personalized method 
makes it fun to learn Commercial Art, 
Cartooning and Designing quickly, AT 
HOME, in spare time. 

Big Artist’s Outfit Given 

Drawing board, paints, brushes and 
all materials you need to learn and earn 
come with very first lessons. Actual fun 
learning to draw this new way. Be an 
artist and make big money! 


FREE BOOK 


Our big Free Book describes latest 
developments and wonderful opportuni- 
ties in this fascinating field and gives 
full details of this quick, simple method. 
Tells all about our students—their suc- 
cesses—what they say—actual reproduc- 
tions of their work—and how many 
earned big money even while learning. 
Mail coupon below or 5 
postcard today. State age. 
(No salesman will call.) 


$125 a Week! 


—that’s what our 
graduate, Miss L. F. 
of Brighton, Ontario 
is making —selling 
her work to Montreal 
stores! 

$3000forW.R.K.— 
of Newark, N. J. He 
writes that just two 
contracts brought 
him that neat sum! 


$3380 a Year— 
that’s what our 
graduate R. K. K. of 
Michigan, is drawing 
as Art Director of a 
big engraving concern! 


H  1115-15th St., N. W., Washington, D.C. 1 
I Please send me, without obligation, your Free & 
g Book, “Art for Pleasure and Profit’’. | 
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eet your favorite 
ovie star > 


all original photos of your favorite stars and 
scenes from any of your favorite recent photo 
plays, size 8x 10 glossy prints, 25c each. 12 

finest obtainable any- 


play you want. Remit by money order or U.S. 
2c and 3c stamps. 


Bram Studio—Film Centre Bldg., 
Studio 421, 630-9th Ave., N. Y. City 


Lost 55 Lbs. 


WRITES MICHIGAN LADY 
“Look ten years younger!” 


@ Why put up with fat another day? Read what 
Mrs. L, R, Schulze, 721 S. Pleasant Street, Jack- 
son, Mich., writes: ‘‘I reduced 55 pounds with 
RE-DUCE-OIDS. I look ten years younger!... 
and never was in such excellent health as I am 
since taking RE-DUCE-OIDS.” 

OHIO NURSE LOST 47 Lbs.—Gladysse L. Ryer, 
Registered Nurse, V. A. F. Cottage 2, Dayton, O., 
writes: “TI lost 47 Ibs. though I did not diet. My 
skin is firm and smooth.” Others write of reduc- 
tions in varying amounts, as much as 80 lbs., and 
report feeling better while and after taking 
RE-DUCE-OIDS. Why not do as these women 
have done? Start today with easy to take, taste- 
less RE-DUCE-OIDS, in tiny capsules. 


FAT GOES...or Money Back! 


®@ Our written guarantee: If results do not sat- 
isfy, you get your money back in full. Don’t 
wait, fat is dangerous! Sold by drug and depart- 
ment stores everywhere. If your dealer is out, 
send $2.00 for 1 package or $5.00 for 3 packages 
direct to us. (Currency, Money Order. Stamps, or 
sent C.0.D.) Plain wrapper. 


FREE! valuable book 


@ Tells “HOW TO REDUCE.” Not necessary to 
order RE-DUCE-OIDS to get-this book. sent free. 


GOODBYE, FAT! 

Scientific Laboratories of America, Inc. Dept.S512 
746 Sansome Street, San Francisco, Calif. 

Send me the FREE Book “HOW TO REDUCE.” 
If you wish RE-DUCE-OIDS check number of 
packages here: 
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Mickey Rooney as Puck. 


MONG the delights to be de- 
rived from “Midsummer Night’s 
Dream” is the unforgettable, fascin- 
ating performance of Mickey Rooney 
as Puck. We have seen many boy 
actors, from Jackie Coogan in “The 
Kid,” Jackie Cooper in * ‘Skippy,’ * to 
Freddie Bartholomew in “David 
Copperfield,” and each one of these 
performances was appealing because 
the little fellow was usually being 
picked on. But in Puck we have 
an entirely new viewpoint. Here 
is a character conceived from pure 
imagination, yet he speaks with the 
wisdom of all the world—‘What 
fools these mortals be,” says Puck. 
Mickey Rooney has lifted the art 
of the juvenile actor to a higher 
point than it has ever reached 
before. His performance of Shake- 
speare’s imp will remain a delightful 
figure in your memory. 
“Midsummer Night’s Dream 
reveals, for the first time, a new and 
unexpected mental dimension to the 
screen, and Mickey Rooney deserves 
credit for a large share of this very 
marvelous picture. 
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ACROSS 


1 To make an offer. 
4 Edward Everett Horton’s wife in ‘‘Top Hat’’ 
11 Helen Gahagan’s first picture 
14 We last saw her in ‘‘People Will Talk”’ 
16 The brave little girl in “‘She’’ 
17 Short letters 
19 A movable barrier 
20 A high mountain 
21 To become weary 
22 Saladin in ‘‘The Crusades’’ 
24 Joan Crawford’s new leading man 
25 ihe Hollywood sphinx 
27 A girl's name 
A fever of the alphabet 
30 A masculine personal name 
31 An army officer (abbr.) 
2 A blunder 
34 Blasts on a horn 
36 A parent 
38 The male star of “‘So Red the Rose’’ (abbr.) 
40 Paid publicity 
42 The lovely Serangania in “‘The Crusades’ 
45 He still remains the general favorite 
48 The star of “‘Love Me Forever’ 
51 To cook in hot lard or butter 
52 What horses dote on 
53 To point a weapon at some object 
55 Our nation’s blasted hope 
57 A well-known Hollywood producer 
58 He is excellent in ‘“‘Barbary Coast’’ 
60 Owner of the cafe in “After the Dance’’ 
62 Letter of Greek alphabet 
64 Connie in ‘‘The Goose and the Gander’’ 
65 A sharp discordant cry 
66 Her latest picture is “I Live My Life” 
67 Perform 
69 The severe superintendent of ‘“‘Curly Top’’ 
74 The other parent 
75 Sea eagle 
77 ‘Rose of the Rancho’’ 
79 To exclude 
80 Hepburn’s father in ‘Alice Adams”’ 
81 “‘Charlie Chan’’ 


DOWN 
The young apect of—‘Paris in Spring” 
That is (ab 


is her first picture 


1 

2 

3 A finger or toe 

4 One who takes a bath 

5 Exclamation of surprise 

6 More _ beloved 

7 The debutante in “Bright Lights’’ 

8 A meal 3 

9 Into 

10 The wealthy widow in 
1936” 

11 The strongest material known 

12 Masculine pronoun 

13 The film which gave us Luise Rainer 

15 A machine for shaping articles 


“Broadway Melody of 


18 The Florentine iris 

23 Establishment (abbr.) 

26 A popular western hero 

28 The three essentials in learning 
30 Seed covering 


33 First name of a well- -known character actor 
“The Big Broadcast of 


35 Lyda Roberti’s pal in 
1936” 


37 He sang and danced in “After the Dance” 


39 Our foremost dancing star (initials ) 
41 The misunderstood husband in 
43 Belonging to 

44 The Peeaicse city in the world (abbr. ) 
46 ee us driver in “‘Chinatown Squad’’ 
47 A Hindu mythical hero 

49 Upon 

50 The sun god 

52 Her new picture will be * ‘Riff Raff” 
54 The singing teacher in 
56 The dress designer in “‘Top Hat’’ 

59 He comes from New York’s Ppa Side 
61 To permit 

63 Worn out 

64 Period of time 

68 A worthless leaving 

70 Duty on income 


‘Top Hat'’ 


‘Broadway Gondolier’’ 


71 The twenty-sixth President of the U. S. (abbr.) 


72 Exclamation of pleasure 
73 At the present 

74 Cooking utensil 

76 Negative 

77 Direction of compass 
78 Toward 

79 A degree (abbr.) 


Answer to Last Month’s Puzzle 
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says GLORIA STUART 


“it’s a winner with washables— 
keeps them like new!” 


a6 HEN a player is a box office hit, fans won’t stand for 
someone else taking her place. No other player is 
‘just as good.’ I’m that way about Lux. 


“With Lux, stockings practically never get runs, undies 
keep the darling colors they have when new, sweaters stay 
soft, unshrunken. Naturally I’m keen about Lux!”’ 


Do YOU follow the lead of the Hollywood stars and insist 
on Lux? They know it’s safe—that it has none of the harmful 
alkali ordinary soaps often have—never weakens threads or fades 
colors as cake-soap rubbing may. Saves stocking runs, too! 


Thousands of girls who must count every penny find 
Lux helps them to look as well-groomed as their favorite 
stars. Anything safe in water is safe in Lux. 


Specified in all the big Hollywood studios 


“All costumes on the Universal lot that are washable at 
all are cared for with Lux,” says Vera West, Wardrobe 
Supervisor. “‘It cleans like magic—I wouldn’t be 
without it if it cost $1.00 a box!”’ 


Luxable fashions are 
important in the 
wardrobe of this 
popular star- You’ll 
see her wearing 
them in Universal 
pictures. Clever 
girls take her ad- 
vice—stick to Lux! 


“I try to guess how 
often my things 
have been Luxed, 
but they look new 
so long I’m a mile 
off!’’ says Gloria. 


Every costume that’s safe 
in water, Gloria Stuart 
insists must be Luxed. 
Others, like the frock she’s 
wearing at right, must 
have Luxable trimmings! 
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"I enjoy the added zest that comes with smoking a Camel” 


Mrs. Jasper Morgan 


When not occupying her town 
house, Mrs. Morgan is at West- 
bury, Long Island. “Mildness is 
important in a cigarette,” she 
says. “I’m sure that is one reason 
every one is enthusiastic about 
Camels. And I never tire of their 
flavor.” The fact that Camels are 
milder makes a big difference. 


Young Mrs. Jasper Morgan’s town and certainly Camels are the popular 
house is one of the most individual cigarette. If I’m tired from the rush 
in New York, with the spacious charm of things, I notice that smoking a 
of its two terraces. “Town is a busy Camel revives my energy in a pleasant 
place during the season,” she says. way. And I find their flavor most agree- 
“There is so much to do, so much able.” Camel spends millions more 
entertaining. And the more people — every year for finer, more expensive 
do, the more they seem to smoke— tobaccos. Get a “lift” with a Camel. 


AMONG THE MANY DISTINGUISHED WOMEN 


WHO PREFER CAMEL’S COSTLIER TOBACCOS: 


MRS. NICHOLAS BIDDLE, Philadelphia 

MISS MARY BYRD, Richmond 

MRS. POWELL GABOT, Boston 

MRS. THOMAS M. CARNEGIE, JR., New York 
MRS. J. GARDNER COOLIDGE, I, Boston 

MRS. ERNEST DU PONT, JR., Wilmington 

MRS. HENRY FIELD, Chicago 

MRS. CHISWELL DABNEY LANGHORNE, Virginia 
‘MRS. JAMES RUSSELL LOWELL, New York 
MRS. POTTER D’ORSAY PALMER, Chicago 

MRS, BROOKFIELD VAN RENSSELAER, New York 


In summer Mrs. Morgan is keenly 
interested in yachting. “Another 
thing that makes me like Camels 
so much,” she says, “is that they 
never affect my nerves. I suppose 
that is because of the finer tobac- 
cos in Camels.” Smoking Camels 
never upsets your nerves. 


-mac e from finer, more expensive tobaccos 
mn.c, «turkish and Domestic. 


Wi) 


] Camels are Milder! 


.than any other popular brand 


© 1935, R. J. Reynolds Tobacco Company, / Winston Sal 
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